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Instantly  the  lie  was  thrown  back  in  his  teeth.  Dr.  O’Dell  sprang  to  his  feet  and  drew  a  revolver. 
“Hold  on,  there!  None  of  that!”  shouted  Old  King  Brady.  Then  Harry 

jumped  in  and  grappled  with  the  man. 
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These  Books  Tell  You  Everything! 

A  COMPLETE  SET  IS  A  KEGULAR  ENCYCLOPEDIA! 

Cadi  book  consists  of  sixty-four  pages,  printed  on  good  paper,  in  clear  type  and  neatly  bound  in  an  attractive,  illustrated  covet, 
hgMt  of  the  books  are  also  profusely  illustrated,  and  all  of  the  subjects  treated  upon  are  explained  in  such  a  simple  manner  that,  an.- 
I  d  can  thoroughly  understand  them.  Look  over  the  list  as  classified  and  see  if  you  want  to  know  anything  about  the  subjed* 
jtfcfcDtioned.  _ _ _ _ _ 

THESE  HOOKS  ARE  FOR  SALE  BY  ALL  NEWSDEALERS  OR  WILL  PE  SENT  BY  MAIL  TO  ANY  ADDRESS 
•rSLOM  THIS  OFFICE  ON  RECEIPT  OF  PRICE,  TEN  CENTS  EACH,  OR  ANY  THREE  BOOKS  FOR  TWENTY-FIVE 
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MESMERISM. 

»o.  81.  HOW’  TO  MESMERIZE— Containing  the  most  ap- 
-tfroved  methods  of  mesmerism ;  also  how  to  cure  all  kinds  of 
|fk«?ases  by  animal  magnetism,  or,  magnetic  healing.  By  Prof.  Leo 
Koch,  A.  C.  S.,  author  of  “How  to  Hypnotize,”  etc. 

PALMISTRY. 

82.  HOW7  TO  DO  PALMISTRY.— Containing  the  most  ap- 
LffO'ted  methods  of  reading  the  lines  on  the  hand,  together  with 
explanation  of  their  meaning.  Also  explaining  phrenology, 
pvfcTX’ii  the  key  for  telling  character  by  the  bumps  on  the  head.  By 
Hugo  Koch,  A.  C.  S.  Fully  illustrated. 

HYPNOTISM. 

Ko,  83.  HOW7  TO  HYPNOTIZE.— Containing  valuable  and  in- 
.r^sactive  information  regarding  the  science  of  hypnotism.  Also 
brj  .lining  the  most  approved  methods  which  are  employed  by  the 
hypnotists  of  the  world.  By  Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A.C.S. 

SPORTING. 

Jfc*  21  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— The  most  complete 
IfititSitaiig  and  fishing  guide  ever  published.  It  contains  full  in- 
pit^ions  about  guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fishing, 
]  •  :-r  with  descriptions  of  game  and  fish. 

No.  26.  HOW’  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND  BUILD  A  BOAfT.— Fully 

>•  ::* ited.  Every  boy  should  know  how  to  row  and  sail  a  boat. 
I  Stall  instructions  are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with  in- 
Rb  sctions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion  sports  to  boating. 

47.  HOW  TO  BREAK,  RIDE  AND  DRIVE  A  HORSE.— 
I  'JOflapIete  treatise  on  the  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
|  business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road;  also  valuable  recipes  for 
:■  iseaaes  peculiar  to  the  horse. 

v  ».  48.  HOW7  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL  CANOES.— A  handy 
for  boys,  containing'  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes 
|- he  most  popular  manner  of  sailing  them..  Fully  illustrated. 
?■--  \X  Stansfield  Hicks. 

FORTUNE  TELLING. 

•  -  1.  NAPOLEON’S  ORACULUlM  AND  DREAM  BOOK.— 
i  ffiev  Gaining  the  great  oracle  of  human  destiny;  also  the  true  rnean- 
j’-Pg,  'f  almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with  charms,  ceremonies, 
curious  games  of  cards.  A  complete  book. 

-  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— Everybody  dreams, 

It*1'  i.  the  little  child  to  the  aged  man  and  woman.  This  little  book 


fewgig  what  his  future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness  or 
«vr?y.  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can  tell  by  a'  glance  at  this  little 
:•>'»>& Buy  one  and  he  convinced.  Tell  your  own  fortune.  Tell 
Ml*  1-qrtune  of  your  friends. 

76.  HOW’  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY  THE  HAND  — 
■  -r  aining  rules  for  telling  fortunes  by  the  aid  of  lines  of  the  hand, 
"he  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of  telling  future  events 
d  of  moles,  marks,  scars,  etc.  Illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ATHLETIC. 

•  o.  6.  HOW7  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE.— Giving  full  in- 
>’  'God.  for  the  use  of  dumb  bells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars, 
t-v  :<ratal  bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing  a  good, 
l'  ..y  muscle;  containing  over  sixty  illustrations.  Every  boy  can 
"<>na©  strong  and  healthy  by  following  the  instructions  contained 
;.r  this  little  book. 

K  ".  20.  HOW  TO  BOX. — The  art  of  self-defense  made  easy. 
tKf  :i  tstining  over  thirty  illustrations  of  guards,  Mows,  and  the  diit’er- 
*:  positions  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy  should  obtain  one  of 
n»*<e  useful  and  instructive  books,  as  it  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
■aXhoot  an  instructor. 

co.  25.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST.— Containing  full 
■x  -  actions  for  all  kinds  of  gymnastic  sports  and  athletic  exercises. 
-  •  racing  th>*-.v-five  illustrations.  By  Professor  W.  Macdonald. 
x  bandy  and  useful  book. 

Cio.  34.  HOW’  TO  FENCE. — Containing  full  instruction  for 
v.  4ng  and  the  use  of  the  broadsword;  also  instruction  in  archery. 

bribed  with  twenty-one  practical  illustrations,  giving  the  best 
f/r.  itions  in  fencing.  A  complete  book. 

TRICKS  WITH  CARDS. 


No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS  WTITH  CARDS— Em¬ 
bracing  all  of  the  latest  and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  il¬ 
lustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  77.  HOW7  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS  W’lTH  CARDS. — - 
Containing  deceptive  Card  Tricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjuror? 
and  magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amusement.  Fully  illustrate 

MAGIC. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS.— The  great  book  of  magic 
card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  on  all  the  leading  card  tricks 

the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illusions  as  performed  by 
our  leading  magicians ;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book 
as  it  will  both  amuse  and  instruct. 

No.  22.  HOW’  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— Heller’s  second  siglt< 
explained  by  his  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  ho**r 
the  secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the  magician  and  th« 
boy  on  the  stage ;  also  giving  all  the  codes  and  signals.  The  oak? 
authentic  explanation  of  second  sight. 

No.  43.  HOW7  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN.— Containing  t** 
grandest  assortment  of  magical  illusions  ever  placed  before  tXs 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations,  etc. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS.— Containing 
one  hundred  highly  amusing  and  instructive  tricks  with  chemicawl- 
By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomelv  illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT  OF  HAND.— Containing 
fifty  of  the  latest  and  best  tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  contain 
ing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Andersos 

No.  70.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— Containing  fuB 
directions  for  making  Magic  Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Fullv  illustrated. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  W’lTH  NUMBERS. — Showing 
many  curious  tricks  with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By 
Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  75.  HO  Ay  TO  BECOME  A  CONJUROR.  —  Containing 
trjeks  with  Dominos,  Dice,  Cups  and  Balls,  Hats,  etc.  Embracing 
thirty-six  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART.— Containing  a  cow.- 
Mete  description  of  the  mysteries, -of  Magic  and  Sleight  of  IlanU 
together  with  many  wonderful  y‘  experiments.  By  A.  Anderac#* 
Illustrated. 

MECHANICAL. 

No.  29.  HOW7  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR. — Every  m# 
should  know  how  inventions  originated.  This  book  explains  thesn 
all,  giving  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnetism,  optica* 
pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc.  The  most  instructive  book  published 

No.  56.  HOW’  TO  BECOME  AN  ENGINEER. — Containing  fuB 
instructions  how  to  proceed  in  Order  to  become  a  locomotive 
gineer ;  also  directions  for  building  a  model  locomotive;  togethe* 
with  a  full  description  of  everything  an  engineer  should  know. 

No.  57.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. — FaM 
directions  how  to  make  a  Banjo,  Violin,  Zither,  JEolian  Harp,  Xyia> 
phone  and  other  musical  instruments ;  together  with  a  brief  de¬ 
scription  of  nearly  every  musical  instrument  used  in  ancient  «r 
modern  times.  Profusely  illustrated.  By  Algernon  S.  Fitzger«Uv 
for  twenty  years  bandmaster  of  the  Roval  Bengal  Marines. 

No.  59.  HOW  TO  MAKE  A  MAGIC  LANTERN.— Container, 
a  description  of  the  lantern,  together  with  its  history  and  invention 
Also  full  directions  for  its  use  and  for  painting  slides.  Handsome* 
illustrated.  By  John  Allen. 

No.  71.  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL  TRICKS.— Contain 
complete  instructions  for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  TrtcSfc*. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

„  LETTER  WRITING. 

No.  11.  HOW7  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS.— A  moat  owS* 
plete  little  hook,  containing  full  directions  for  writing  love-lett*-T 
any  when  to  use  them,  giving  specimen  letters  for  voung  and  oi4 

No.  12.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  LADIES. 
complete  instructions  for  writing  letters  to  ladies  on  all  aubj*^?' 
also  letters  of  introduction,  notes  and  requests. 

No.  24.  HOW’  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  GENTLEMEN  - 
Containing  full  directions  for  writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  aubjeo^p* 
also  giving  sample  letters  for  instruction. 

No.  53.  HOW  TO- WRITE  LETTERS. — A  wonderful  tl«i 
book,  telling  you  how  to  write  to  your  sweetheart,  your  fats* 
mother,  sister,  brother,  employer;  and,  in  fact  everybody  and  %z  • 


In'dy  you  wish  to  write  to.  Every  young  man  and  every  you»,„ 


51.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— Containing 
G- nations  of  (he  general  principles  of  sleight-of-hand  applicable  lady  in  the  land  should  have  this  book* 

~d  trick--  ;  of  card  tricks  with  ordinary  cards,  and  not  requiring  ¥  No.  74.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  CORRECTLY  Octfv 
fht  of  . . I  of  I  ricks  involving  sleight  M  Mind.  or  thp  use  of  joining  full  instructions  for  writing  lottery  on  almost  any  • 


prepared  cards. 


By  Professor  Ilaffner.  Illustrated.  |  also  rules  for  punctuation  and  compoaiUm 
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Working  for  the  Prince  of  Wall  Street. 


BY  A  NEW  YORK  DETECTIVE, 

_ _ _ _  i 


CHAPTER  I. 

OLD  KING  BRADY  PICKED  UP  BY  THE  PRINCE  OF  WALL 

STREET. 

After  a  week  of  intense  excitement  in  the  Hew  York 
money  market,  a  wild  panic  struck  Wall  street,  and  all  but 
the  most  solid  stocks  dropped  from  eight  to  twenty  points. 

Great  confusion  resulted,  of  course,  and  many  brokers 
went  broke. 

The  most  prominent  figure  in  it  all  was  the  then  famous 
■^P-skihe  of  Wall  Street,”  otherwise  known  as  “The  Man 
with  the  Barrel.” 

Everybody  predicted  that  this  eccentric  individual,  whose 
name  was  Captain  Fitzmaurice  Oswald,  was  bound  to  go 
under,  but  at  the  last  moment  he  or  his  agents  succeeded 
in  rallying  the  market,  and  at  the  close  of  business,  on 
Thursday,  March  27,  it  came  out  in  the  papers  that  the 
famous  “barrel”  was  not  empty,  and  that  Captain  Oswald 
had  met  every  obligation. 

And  it  was  a  noticeable  fact  that  the  yellow  journals  were 
decidedly  disappointed  in  this,  all  having  confidently  pre¬ 
dicted  the  failure  of  this  remarkable  man. 

In  a  shabby  little  office  over  a  Park"  Row  saloon  two 
well-known  persons  sat  discussing  the  Wall  street  flurry 
on  that  Thursday  afternoon. 

These  persons  in  their  way  were  as  famous  as  the  man 
with  the  “barrel.” 

They  were  the  Bradys,  by  far  the  most  famous  detectives 
in  the  United  States. 

“Do  you  think  there  will  bo  a  panic,  Governor?”  asked 

Harry. 

“Hardly,”  war-:  Old  King  Brady’s  answer.  “Even  if  this 
latest  Wall  street  prince  was  to  go  down  altogether,  T  con- 
.•■idcr  the  chances  of  that  now  averted.  The  market  has 


struck  bottom.  To-morrow  there  will  be  a  rise,  if  I  don’t 
miss  my  guess.” 

“Do  you  propose  to  go  in  on  stocks?” 

“Well,  I  do.  I  feel  so  certain  of  the  rise  that  I  have 
already  placed  orders  with  my  brokers  to  invest  $50,000 
for  me — to  buy  the  stocks  outright,  for  I  never  go  in  on 
margin,  as  you  know.  And  by  the  way,  I  think  I  will  go 
back  on  the  Street  now.  I  have  a  notion  that  it  will  pay 

T 

me  to  go  in  a  little  deeper.  I  daresay  I  shall  find  my  broker 
in  his  office  on  an  afternoon  like  this,  late  as  it  is.” 

“And  shall  I  remain?”  ' 

“I  wish  you  would  stay  until  five.  We  have  had  abso¬ 
lutely  nothing  on  hand  for  the  last  two  weeks.  I  don’t  like 
this  inactivity,  and  should  not  care  to  miss  even  a  small¬ 
sized  case.” 

And  with  these  remarks  Old  King  Brady  left  the  office. 

Harry  lighted  a  cigar,  and  proceeded  to  make  a  further 
study  of  the  Wall  street  situation.- 

He  had  not  been  thus  engaged  more  than  half  an  hour 
when  the  telephone  rang. 

“Mr.  Leverage  would  like  to  see  Old  King  Brady,”  was 
the  call  which  Harry  got. 

“Old  King  Brady  has  left  for  the  day,”  was  the  answer, 
“hut  perhaps  T  can  locate  him.  I  will  call  Mr.  Leverage 
up  in  a  few  minutes,  and  let  you  know.” 

Young  King  Brady  then  called  up  the  broker’s  office 

He  was  not  successful. 

Old  King  Brady  had  been  and  gone. 

How,  Mr.  Leverage  was  one  of  the  law  firm  which  acted 
as  counsel  for  the  Hew  York  Stock  Exchange.  The  Bradys 
have  often  been  employed  by  this  firm,  and  Harry  was  natu» 
rally  anxious  to  oblige. 

Calling  them  up  again  this  time,  he  was  informed  that 
Mr.  Leverage  would  he  obliged  if  he  could  call  as  soon  as 
possible. 

■  And  so  Harry  followed  his  partner  down  on  Wall  street, 
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ciiul  ascended  to  the  10th  story  of  the  tall  skyscraper  in 
which  the  lawyer’s  offices  were  located. 

Mr.  Leverage  received  him  in  his  sanctum,  and  closed  the 

door. 

“Young  man,”  began  the  lawyer,  in  his  pompous  fash¬ 
ion,  “I  should  have  preferred  your  partner,  but  seeing 
that  I  can’t  get  him  to-night  you  will  have  to  do,  as  to¬ 
morrow  I  am  called  out  of  town  for  several  days.” 

Harry  bowed.  He  had  met  Mr.  Leverage  before,  and  did 
not  like  him.  Still,  business  being  business,  he  passed  over 
the  insolence  of  his  remarks. 

“I  presume  you  are  in  such  shape  that  you  can  undertake 
a  matter  for  me?”  inquired  Mr.  Leverage. 

“We  are.” 

“You  will  then  report  what  I  say  to  Old  King  Brady,  and 
request  him  to  act  promptly,  so  as  to  be  ready  to  report  to 
me  on  my  return.” 

“Very  well,  sir.” 

“The  case  is  no  case,”  continued  Mr.  Leverage.  “It  is 
merely  that  we  want  inside  information  concerning  the  per¬ 
sonal  habits  of  this  Captain  Oswald,  otherwise  known  as 
the  Prince  of  Wall  Street,  and  The  Man  with  the  Barrel.” 

“That  should  be  easily  obtained.” 

“Not  so  easily  as  you  think  for.  Others  have  tried  it 
and  have  failed.” 

“The  Bradys  seldom  fail.” 

“I  am  aware  of  your  reputation,  young  man,  and  that  is 
why  I  have  sent  for  you.  No  such  comments  are  necessary. 
Oblige  me  with  your  closest  attention.  What  do  you  know 
about  this  man?” 

“Nothing  except  what  I  have  read  in  the  papers  about 
him.” 

“The  papers  have  published  a  vast  deal  of  rot  concerning 

him.  The  truth  is  as  I  am  about  to  give  it  to  you  now. 

% 

“This  Captain  Oswald  suddenly  appeared  on  Wall  street 
about  two  years  ago.  ITe  at  once  plunged  into  wild  specu¬ 
lation,  and  from  the  start  was  singularly  unsuccessful.  Dur¬ 
ing  the  first  six  months  of  his  career  it  is  estimated  that 
he  must  have  dropped  over  three  hundred  thousand  dollars 
in  cold  cash. 

“At  this  time  he  applied  for  membership  of  the  Stock 
Exchange,  having  found  an  opportunity  to  purchase  a  seat, 
but  he  was  rejected.  The  reason  for  this  was  that  no  one 
knew  him.  Tie  then  lived  obscurely  at  a  cheap  hotel,  oc¬ 
cupied  desk  room  in  his  broker’s  offices,  and  showed  no 
signs  of  being  a  man  of  wealth. 

“But  we  missed  our  mark.  Very  shortly  afterward  Capt. 
Oswald  rented  a  suite  of  offices  on  Wall  street,  and  furnish¬ 
ed  them  in  the  most  sumptuous  style,  engaged  a  corps  of 
assistants,  and  at  the  same  time  took  to  living  at  one  of  the 
most  expensive  hotels  in  the  city,  where  he  spent  money 
freely. 

“fn-tead  of  being  broke,  as  the  saying  is.  he  now  showed 
every  evidence  of  being  in  possession  of  more  money  than 
ever  before,  and  so  the  saying  went  around  that  he  had  a 
bnnel  of  money,  and  he  became  known  as  The  Man  with  I 
t lie  Barrel. 


AN  WITH  THE  “BARREL.” 


“Plunging  then  into  speculation,  his  success  was  mar¬ 
velous,  and  at  the  end  of  the  first  year  he  was  reckoned  to  he 
worth  several  millions,  and  his  position  was  firmly  establish¬ 
ed.  lie  now  came  to  be  styled  the  Prince  of  Wall  Street. 
You  are  following  me,  I  hope?” 

“I  am,  sir,”  replied  Harry.  “I  am  listening  attentively 
to  what  you  are  saying.,” 

“  Very  good.  During  the  first  six  months  of  Captain 
Oswald’s  second  year  on  Wall  street  his  fortune  changed 
again,  and  his  losses  were  enormous.  This  is  a  known  fact, 
and  yet  the  man  met  every  obligation^  and  continued  to 
maintain  the  same  style  of  living,  which  was  extravagant  to 
the  last  degree. 

“At  that  time  we  engaged  detectives  to  investigate  him. 
Your  firm  was  otherwise  engaged,  and  could  not  take  up  the 
matter.  The  result  of  the  investigation  was  very  unsatis¬ 
factory.  It  was  shown  that  Captain  Oswald  owned  no  real 
estate,  carried  few  stocks,  and  had  but  a  small  balance  in 
the  bank.  In  short,  we  could  not  ascertain  that  he  was 
possessed  of  any  property  of  consequence,  and  yet  ten  days 
later,  on  a  quiet  market  which  he  was  not  known  to  have 
touched,  he  deposited  a  quarter  of  a  million  in  the  bank, 
and  launched  out  again. 

“This  time  his  luck  changed  once  more,  and  lie  made 
money.  His  moves  were  wild  and  uncertain.  He  kept 
the  market  in  a  feverish  state  by  ill-timed  hulling  of  cer¬ 
tain  stocks.  This  brings  us  up  to  date,  and  I  need  only  add 
that  we  have  positive  knowledge  that  yesterday,  so  far  as 
any  known  resources  are  concerned  Captain  Oswald  was  a 
■ruined  man,  and  yet  this  morning  he  made  a  deposit  of  a 
hundred  thousand  dollars,  and  squared  up  every  obligation 
outstanding.  It  took  nearly  all  the  money,  however:  we 
believe  that  he  has  hut  little  left.  We  now  want  to~lmow 
more  of  this  mysterious  person,  and  above  all  the  source  of 
his  income.  If  he  is,  as  we  believe,  a  mere  fakir,  we  wish 
to  expose  him  and  rid  the  Street  of  a  pest  who  keeps  the 
market  in  a  state  of  agitation.  If,  on  the  other  hand,  his 
barrel  is  real,  and  he  has  money  stowed  away,  we  want  to 
know  that.  This  is  all.  Can  we  trust  the  matter  in  your 
hands?” 

Young  King  Brady  hastened  to  assure  Mr.  Leverage 
that  he  could,  and  then  withdrew. 

Such  was  the  nature  of  Harry’s  call  to  Wall  street  on 
the  memorable  afternoon  of  the  little  panic  caused  by  the 
raid  made  by  the  brokers  against  The  Man  with  the  Bar¬ 
rel. 

Old  King  Brady,  as  it  happened,  also  received  a  call,  and 
as  it  also  happened  by  singular  coincidence,  it  was  from 
the  Prince  of  Wall  Street  himself. 

The  old  detective  had  just  left  the  office  of  his  broker  on 
Broad  street,  and  was  walking  up  the  hill  toward  the 
Treasury  building  when  the  call  came. 

On  the  street  Old  King  Brady  always  attracts  a  good 
deal  of  attention,  owing  to  his  quaint  dress. 

When  not  disguised  the  old  defective.  a<  is  well  known, 
always  wears  a  bine  coat  of  antique  rut  with  bra**  buttons 
an  old  while  felf  hat  with  an  unusually  broad  brim,  while 
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about  his  neck  lie  persists  in  sticking  an  old-fashioned 
st oc*  and  high-pointed  shirt  collar  in  the  style  of  1840. 

Tnh  peculiar  garb  is  a  sort  of  trademark  with  Old  King 
Brady,  but  it  never  takes  him  long  to  change  it  for  what¬ 
ever  disguise  is  suited  to  his  business. 

Criminals  know  this,  and  as  a  class  they  stand  in  no 
little  awe  of  Old  King  Brady,  for,  as  they  well  know,  there 
is  no  telling  when  the  old  detective  may  be  around. 


Thus  many  stared  at  Old  King  Brady  as  he  walked  up 
Y  all  street,  and  when  a  large  man  with  heavy  side  whiskers 
and  of  decidedly  an  English  appearance  crossed  Broad 
street  and  came  toward  him*  the  passers-by  stared  harder 
yet. 


They  knew  what  Old  King  Brady  did  not,  that  this  was 
the  famous  Prince  of  Wall  Street,  The  Man  with  the  Barrel. 

A  moment  more  and  the  two  celebrities  met  under  the 
shadow  of  the  Washington  statue. 

“I  beg  pardon,  but  are  you  not  Old  King  Brady,  the  de¬ 
tective?"  demanded  the  big  fellow,  suddenly  placing  him¬ 
self  in  front  of  the  old  man. 

Tam,  sir.  You  have  the  best  of  me.” 

Which  is  strange.  Famous  as  you  are,  I  believe  l  am  a 
little  more  so  just  at  present.  Let  me  introduce  myself.  I 
am  the  Man  with  the  Barrel.” 

“Indeed!  Pleased  to  meet  you,”  replied  Old  King  Brady, 
extending  his  hand. 

“And  you  are  just  the  man  I  am  looking  for,”  replied  the 
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Passing  through  this,  they  came  into  a  private  office 
furnished  as  handsomely  as  any  Fifth  avenue  drawing-room, 
with  costly  carpet,  valuable  paintings,  ancient  armor,  vases, 
and  the  like. 

Beyond  this  through  an  open  door  could  be  seen  a  sort 
of  buffet,  where  wines,  liquors,  etc.,  were  displayed. 

Here  there  was  a  table  with  places  set  for  two,  and  a 
second  Japanese  wearing  a  waiter’s  jacket  was  moving 
about. 

Evidently  the  prince  had  gone  in  for  the  latest  Wall 
street  fad,  the  office  dining-room. 

Altogether  the  fittings  of  the  suite  were  as  costly  and 
elaborate  as  anything  of  the  kind  Old  King  Brady  had  ever 
seen. 

“Will  you  indulge,  Mr.  Brady?”  asked  the  prince,  waving 
his  hand  carelessly  in  the  direction  of  the  buffet. 

“Thanks,  no.” 

“Then  be  seated,  please.  Taro,  close  the  doors.  I  am  en¬ 
gaged  and  can  see  no  one  until  I  ring.” 

The  Japanese  silently  obeyed  and  Old  King  Brady  found 
himself  alone  with  the  Prince  of  Wall  Street. 
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Y  all  Street  Prince. 

:A  good  many  other  men  appear  to  be  looking  at  US',”  “Mr.  Brady,  what  do  you  know  of  me?”  was  the  abrupt 
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laughed  Old  King  Brady,  glancing  about. 

“Confound  them,  yes!  I  can  go  nowhere  without  being 
stared  at.  I  want  to  speak  with  you,  sir.  Will  you  oblige 
me  by  coming  to  my  office?” 
it  near?”. 

“In  No.  — .  I  shall  not  detain  you  long.” 

“Do  you  wish  to  consult  me  professionally?” 

“Yes.  Is  there  any  reason  why  I  should  not?”' 

“None  whatever.  I  will  go  with  you,  Mr. — I  declare, 

for  the  moment  I  can’t  call  your  name,  although - ” 

Although  you  have  seen  it  in  the  papers  often  enough. 
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You  might  be  excused  if  you  called  me  Mr.  Barrel.  How¬ 
ever,  Captain  Oswald  will  be  better,  for  that  happens  to 
be  my  name.” 

“I  am  at  your  service,  captain,”  replied  Old  King  Brady, 
and  they  walked  on  down  Wall  street,  entered  the  skyscrap¬ 
er,  and  ascended  by  the  elevator  to  the  captain’s  floor. 

Naturally  Old  King  Brady’s  curiosity  was  aroused. 

As  it  happened,  he  had  never  even  seen  Wall  street’s  lat¬ 
est  king  of  finance,  and  he  naturally  felt  interested. 

His  interest  increased  as  he  went  on. 

The  instant  Captain  Oswald  opened  his  office  door  a 
Japanese  in  full  evening  dress  stepped  up,  helped  him  off 
with  his  overcoat  and  hat,  and  took  them  away. 

There  were  three  offices. 

The  outer  one  was  furnished  in  business  style,  desks, 
tables,  chairs,  and  all  the  rest  being  of  the  most  expensive 

description. 


beginning  of  the  interview  on  the  part  of  the  prince. 

“Nothing,  sir,  beyond  what  I  have  read  about  you  in 
the  newspapers,  and  I  count  that  nothing.” 

“As  you  well  may.  I  am  a  mystery  to  the  press  of  this 
town,  and  that  has  angered  them.  •  I  doubt  if  anyone  has 
been  more  thoroughly  lied  about  than  myself.” 

“It  is  apt  to  be  so  with  persons  who  attain  your  notori¬ 
ety.” 

“Exactly.  And  now,  sir,  could  you  undertake  a  matter 
for  me?” 

“As  far  as  my  professional  engagements  are  concerned, 
there  is  no  reason  why  I  should  not.” 

“Could  you  do  it  with  the  understanding  that  you  are  to 
restrain  yourv  curiosity  about  me  and  my  personal  affairs, 
and  make  no  effort  to  penetrate  the  mystery  which  I  choose 
to  enshroud  myself  with?” 

“Certainly,  sir.  I  have  not  the  least  desire  to  pry  into 
your  private  affairs.” 

“Very  good.  And  your  charges?” 

“I  never  make  terms  in  advance,  Captain  Oswald;  it  is 
my  custom  to  render  a  hill  after  the  work  is  done.” 

“Just  now  the  yellow  journals  declare  that  the  Man  with 
the  Barrel  has  gone  dead  broke.  Do  you  care  to  trust 
him?” 

“T  will  trust  you,  Captain  Oswald.  Consider  that  part 
settled,  and  tell  me  what  it  is  you  expect  of  me.” 

“T  have  been  told  that  you  have  been  exceedingly  suc¬ 
cessful  in  solving  mysteries. 
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“ Better  say  fortunate.  I  think  1  have  met  with  more 
than  my  share  of  success.” 

“He  that  as  it  may,  I  have  a  mystery  on  hand  which  I 
am  most,  anxious  to  have  solved.  It  involves  finding  out 
the  secrets  of  a  house  which  is  supposed  to  contain  hidden 
rooms,  secret  panels,  and  the  like.  That  is  the  line  in  which 
1  want  your  help.” 

“That  is  very  much  in  my  line,  sir.  "Where  is  this 
house?” 

“That  question  brings  me  to  the  point.  I  do  not  care  to 
tell.”  ' 

“What!  You  want  me  to  examine  into  the  secrets  of  a 
house  and  yet  you  decline  to  tell  me  where  the  house  is?” 
exclaimed  ©Id  King  Brady. 

“Exactly  so.” 

“Rather  unusual,  is  it  not?” 

“Very  unusual.  You  will  remember  that  in  the  bill.” 

“Is  the  house  near  here?” 

“A  few  hours’  sail  on  my  yacht  will  take  us  there.” 

“What  else  have  you  to  tell  me  about  this  matter?” 

“Nothing  else,  here.  I  may  have  other  things  to  tell 
you  when  we  get  to  the  house.” 

“Then  the  whole  matter  as  it  stands  at  present  is  whether 
or  not  I  will  consent.” 

“That  is  it,  exactly.” 

“And  if  I  refuse?”  k 

“I  shall  simply  bid  you  good-day,  trusting  to  your  pro¬ 
fessional  honor  not  to  mention  that  I  have  even  spoken  to 
you  about  this  affair.” 

“On  the  other  hand,  in  case  I  consent - ” 

“We  will  discuss  further  details  and  make  an  appoint¬ 
ment  for  our  visit  to  this  house.” 

Old  King  Brady  inflected  for  a  few  moments. 

If  there  is  one  thing  the  old  detective  loves  beyond  an¬ 
other  it  is  a  genuine  mystery. 

This  Man  with  the  Barrel  was  the  mystery  at  present 
puzzling  New  York,  and  to  gain  his  confidence  would  at 
least  be  a  satisfaction,  and  might  lead  to  interesting  dis¬ 
closures. 

“It  can’t  be  possible  that  he  has  it  in  for  me  in  any  way,” 
thought  Old  King  Brady.  “I  can  see  no  risk  in  consenting 
to  this.” 

“If  you  assure  me  that  you  will  promptly  bring  me  back 
to  New  York  1  see  no  reason  why  I  should  reject  your 
proposition,  Captain  Oswald,”  Old  King  Brady  then  said. 

“I  give  you  my  promise  to  that  effect,  sir,  and  I  am  a  man 
of  my  word.” 

“Very  well.  Then  I  consent.” 

“Good!  Now,  when  can  you  put  yourself  at  my  ser¬ 
vice?”  * 

“When  would  you  wish?” 

“Shall  it  be  to-night?” 

“Not  to-night.” 

“To-morrow  night?” 

“Yes:  but  you  must  understand  that  my  partner  is  'to 
be  included  iu  this.” 
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“Your  partner!  Oh,  the  young  man  they  call  Young 
King  Brady,  you  mean?” 

“Yes.” 

“I  would  much  rather  you  accompanied  me  alone.” 

“We  invariably  work  together  now.  I  can  accompany 
you  on  no  other  terms.” 

■  “1  suppose  I  shall  have  to  agree  to  that.” 

“You  certainly  will  if  you  want  my  services.” 

“Consider  it  settled.  Can  you  be  ready  as  early  as  four 
o’clock  to-morrow  afternoon?” 

“Yes.  Where  shall  we  meet?” 

“Can  you  meet  me  at  the  Battery  stairs  by  the  fireboat 
house?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do  so,  then.  There  is  one  condition  still  to  be  thought 
of.” 

“Name  it,  please.” 

“You  and  your  partner  will  be  expected  to  stick  close  to 
the  cabin  of  my  yacht  during  the  trip.” 

“I  see  that  you  do  not  intend  that  we  shall  ever  know 
the  location  of  this  house.” 

.  i 

“You  read  the  riddle  correctly.” 

“Well,  having  gone  in  for  tills  thing  1  see  no  reason  to 
object  on  that  account,” 

“Very  good.  Consider  the  matter  settled.  Will  you  not 
accept  a  retaining  fee — say  a  hundred  dollars  or  so?” 

“No,  Captain.  1  declined  once,  and  that  is  enough.” 

“All  right,  sir;  as  you  will.” 

“There  is  nothing  further?” 

“Nothing  further.” 

“Then  I  will  take  my  departure.” 

“YWu  had  better  let  me  ring  for  something  in  the  way  of 
refreshment?”  ^ 

“Nothing  for  me,  captain.” 

“Stay  a  moment,  I — er — really,  I  scarcely  know  how  to 
put  it.” 

“Well?” 

Captain  Oswald  seemed  somewhat  embarrassed.  He  look¬ 
ed  at  the  old  detective  fixedly. 

“Out  with  it,”  exclaimed  the  old  detective.  “Time 
presses.  I  have  other  work  to  do  to-day.” 

Captain  Oswald  leaned  forward  and  dropped  his  voice. 

“Suppose,  Mr.  Brady,  that  the  result  of  your  investi¬ 
gations  led  to  the  finding  of  a  large  sum  of  money,  for  in¬ 
stance,  and — er — and  possibly  other  articles  of  value?  In 
that  case  you  can  be  absolutely  relied  upon  to  keep  quiet 
about  that  part  of  the  business.  Tn  that  case  there  would 
be  a  proportionate  reward.  I  should  not  wait  for  you  to 
render  a  bill.’’ 

“Captain  Oswald,  if  you  cannot  trust  me  to  keep  silent 
about  your  private  affairs  do  not  engage  me,”  the  detective 
sternly  said. 

“  And  your  partner?” 

“It  is  the  same  with  him,  sir.” 

^  ery  good.  Let  it  pass.  One  question  more.  Sup¬ 
pose  we  should  encounter  opposition?  Suppose  it  came 
to  a  fight?  What  then?” 
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King  Brady,  and  the  white  man  with  what  was 
intended  as  a  smile  of  apology,  said : 


“in  that  case  I  shall  not  forget  that  I  am  working  foriYoun 
Captain  Oswald,”  the  old  detective  quietly  replied. 

“Enough!  I  think  you  are  game.  This  may  prove  a  very 
profitable  engagement  tor  you,  Mr.  Brady,  although  if  ru¬ 
mor  is  correct,  that  cuts  little  ice  with  you.” 

“None  at  all,  sir,”  replied  the  old  detective,  rising.  “  And 
now,  good-day.” 

7  o  j 

Old  King  Brady  passed  out  of  the  elegant  offices  of  the 
Prince  of  Wall  Street  a  good  deal  perplexed. 

“It  looks  very  much  to  me  as  if  this  prince  had  lost  the 
location  of  his  barrel,  and  wanted  me  to  help  him  find  it,” 
he  said  to  himself. 


“I  beg  pardon,  sir.  I  am  a  stranger  in  New  York.  I 
have  been  reading  a  great  deal  about  this  wonderful  Prince 
of  Wall  Street.  Was  that  old  gentleman  you  just  left  the 
prince?” 

Harry  was  puzzled. 

He  did  not  at  all  know  where  to  place  this  man. 

“No,  he  wasn’t,”  he  replied. 

“Oh,  indeed!”  said  the  man,  with  a  strong  English  ac¬ 
cent.  “Beg  pardon,  I’m  sure.  Perhaps  you  happen  to 
know  the  prince?  Perhaps  you  could  describe  him  to  me. 


Before  Old  King  Bradv  got  to  Broadway  he  ran  into 
Harry,  who  was  just  coming  out  of  the  building  in  which 
Air.  Leverage’s  office  was  located. 

“Hello!”  he  exclaimed.  “What  brings  you  down  here?” 

“It’s  a  call,  Governor.” 

“A  call  from  who?” 

“Leverage.” 

“Ha!  I’m  sorry  for  that,  I  have  just  consented  to  take 
up  a  case.  What  does  he  want?” 

“That  we  should  investigate  this  wonderful  Prince  of 
Wall  Street,  the  Alan  with  the  Barrel.” 

“The  deuce!  How  odd!” 

“Where  does  the  oddity  come  in?” 

“I  have  just  this  minute  left  the  barrel  man.  He  wants 
some  investigating  done  on  his  own  account,  and  I  have 
consented  to  do  it.” 

“Well,  that  is  odd.  What  shall  you  do?” 

“I  will  go  up  and  see  Leverage  and  settle  it  with  him.” 

“Shall  you  come  back  to  the  office?” 

“No.”  ' 

- 

What  does  this  Captain  Oswald  want  of  us?” 

“Well,  Harry,  that’s  just  what  I  don’t  know,  and  there 
the  strangest  part  of  it  comes  in;  but  I  will  explain  when 
I  see  you  at  the  house  to-night.” 

The  detectives  then  separated,  Old  King  Brady  going  up 
to  see  the  lawyer,  and  Harry  about  his  own  affairs. 

Harry  had  but  just  turned  into  Broadway  when  two  per¬ 
sons,  who,  although  the  old  detective  was  not  aware  of  it, 
had  been  behind  him  from  the  time  he  left  the  building  in 
which  Captain  Oswald’s  office  was,  now  came  up  alongside 
of  him. 

They  were  an  ill-matched  couple. 

One  was  a  man  of  about  forty,  with  a  scar  on  his  left 
cheek  and  a  foreign  air;  the  other  apparently  a  Hindoo, 
Lascar,  or  something  of  the  sort,  was  almost  as  black  as  a 
negro,  and  but  for  his  straight  glossy  hair  would  have  been 
taken  as  such. 

Both  men  were  fashionably  dressed,  and  both  wore  dia¬ 
monds  in  their  scarfs,  while  the  dark  one  had  his  ears 
bored  and  a  diamond  of  considerable  size  glittered  in  the 
lobe  of  each  ear. 

They  rather  crowded  Harry,  and  he  moved  aside  to  let 
them  pa-s. 

Jn-tead  of  doing  this  the  two  now  suited  their  stops  to 


now  ?” 

The  dark  man  said  nothing,  but  that  fie  was  listening  in¬ 
tently  was  easily  seen.  • 

“I  don’t  know  him?”  replied  Young  King  Brady,  quick¬ 
ening  his  steps. 

“Beg  pardon,”  said  the  white  man,  following  closely, 
“but  can  you  direct  us  to  some  good  hotel  where  we  could 
engage  a  room  together.  We  are  strangers  here.” 

Harry  glanced  at  the  Hindoo,  if  such  he  was. 

“You  will  find  it  difficult  to  engage  a  room  that  way,” 
|  he  said  coldly.  “I  can’t  tell  you  where  to  go.” 

“You  refer  to  my  friend’s  color?” 

“Frankly,  yes.” 

“Still,  he  is  not  a  negro:” 

“I  do  not  take  him  for  one.  Others  may.  This  is  Amer¬ 
ica,  there  -is  prejudice  here.” 

“It  is  not  so  in  England.” 

“I  am  aware  of  that,  but  this  is  not  England.  You 
might  try  along  West  street.  There  are  several  fairly  good 
hotels  there  where  you  might  be  received.” 

“And  which  way  is  West  street?” 

Harry  directed  him. 

During  this  conversation  he  could  see  the  Hindoo’s  eyes 
snap  and  flash;  with  each  movement  of  his  head  the  dia¬ 
monds  glittered. 

As  they  turned  away  the  Hindoo  said : 

“Sir,  I  tank  you.  I  am  not  a  neegafi — no!” 

They  crossed  Broadway  then,  leaving  Harry  to  pursue 
his  way. 

But  somehow  his  comfortable  feeling  was  all  gone. 

Why  had  these  men  singled  him  out  to  ask  him  about  the 
Prince  of  Wall  Street? 

Why  had  their  presence  alongside  of  him  affected  him 
so  ? 

These  were  questions  which  Young  Iving  Brady  found  it 
difficult  to  answer. 

He  could  not  get  the  pair  out  of  his  head.  He  was  still 
thinking  of  them  when  he  entered  the  old  house  on  Wash¬ 
ington  Square,  where  he  and  Old  King  Brady  had  kept 
bachelor’s  hall  together  for  some  time  past. 

It  was  now  about  nine  o’clock,  for  Harry  had  dined  down¬ 
town  with  a  friend. 

He  found  that  Old  King  Brady  had  already  come  in. 

The  old  detective. was  seated  in  a  comfortable  chair  in 
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his  library  reading  the  evening  paper.  It  was  one  oi'  those 
moments  of  leisure  which  the  Bradys  so  seldom  get. 

“Well,  I’m  glad  you  have  come!”  exclaimed  Old  King 
Brady,  throwing  down  his  paper.  “Now,  I  want  to  tell  you 
about  my  interview  with  the  Man  with  the  Barrel.” 

“And  I  am  ready  to  listen/’  replied  Harry.  “What  did 
Leverage  say?” 

“Why,  Harry,  the  two  cases  dovetail  pretty  well.  If 
there  is  anything  crooked  about  this  Captain  Oswald  Lev¬ 
erage  gets  posted,  but  otherwise  not.” 

“1  don’t  suppose  his  nibs  liked  that  very  ,  well.  He  is 
rather  a  purse-proud  proposition,  to  sav  the  least.” 

“He  will  have  to  like  it.  Of  course  he  kicked. ”\ 

“Certainly.  We  know  him  of  old.  He  seems  to  think 
that  the  Bradys  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  attend  to  his 
calls.”  (- 

“He  has  some  such  notion,  no  doubt,  hut  that  is  noth¬ 
ing  to  me.  If  he  is  not  satisfied  with  the  service  we  give 
him  let  him  apply  to  someone  else.” 

Old  King  Brady  then  wTent  on  to  tell  of  his  interview  with 
Captain  Oswald. 

“That  is  very  queer  business,”  remarked  Harry,  when  he 
was  through. 

“It  certainly  is.” 

“What  do  you  make  out  of  it?” 

“Nothing  at  all.  It’s  a  mystery.  Probably  I  shall  be 
better  able  to  size  it  up  after  we  have  visited  this  house.” 

“And  we  are  going?” 

“Oh,  yes.” 

“When?” 

“To-morrow  afternoon  at  four  o’clock.” 

“All-right.  It’s  just  the  kind  of  a  job  that  suits  me.  Now 
let  me  tell  you  of  two  odd  characters  I  met.” 

Old  King  Brady  listened  in  silence. 

“Why,  Harry!”  he  exclaimed,  when  Young  King  Brady 
ceased  speaking.  “I  saw  those  two  fellows.  They  were 
going  along  Wall  street  when  I  came  out  of  Leverage’s 
office.  I  noticed  that  they  looked  at  me  good  and  sharp,  too, 
but  then  so  many  do  that.” 

“You  don’t  mean  it!  Why,  then,  they  could  not  have' 
gone  to  West  street.” 

“Evidently  they  didn’t  up  to  that  time.” 

“Governor,  thftse  two  men  are  going  to  be  in  on  this  case. 
I  feel  it  in  my  bones.” 

“It  certainly  looks  so.” 

“What  did  you  take  the  dark  man  to  be?” 

“Why,  I  gave  him  no  thought,  but  as  I  remember  him 
now  I  .should  say  that  he  was  undoubtedly  a  Lascar.  Tie 
comes  from  somewhere  at  the  south  of  India  at  all  events. 

I  sized  him  up.  Hello,  there  goes  the  bell.” 

“Strange,  we  can’t  talk  together  for  one  evening  undis¬ 
turbed,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Don’t  wait  for  Julius  to 
open  the  door.  Find  out  what’s  wanted,  and  get  rid  of  thq 
person  if  you  can.” 

Harry  stepped  into  the  hall,  but  Julius,  Old  King  Brady’s 
colored  servant,  was  there  just  opening  the  door. 


A  large  man  with  thick  bushy  whiskers  stood  in  the  ves¬ 
tibule  behind  the  unopened  half  of  the  door. 

“Mr.  Brady?  Is  lie  in?”  he  demanded  in  an  agitated 
tone.  “  . 

“Dis  am  Mr.  Harry,  sail,”  answered  Julius. 

The  big  man  stepped  inside. 

“For  heaven  sake,  close  the  door  quick!”  he  said.  “I 
have  been  followed,  but  1  think  I  have  given  my  shadowers 
the  slip.  They  must  not  know  that  I  have  come  in  here.” 

Obeying  a  nod  from  Harry,  Julius  slammed  the  door. 


CHAPTER  III. 

DODGING  THE  SHADOWERS. 

“Good  evening,  Captain  Oswald!” 

Old  King  Brady  stood  at  the  parlor  door. 

“Good — good-evening!”  stammered  the  captain,  who  was 
all  in  a  tremble.  “You  must  pardon  my  abruptness,  Mr. 
Brady.  I — I  am  in  trouble.  I  want  to  throwT  myself  upon 
your  consideration.  This  matter  of  mine  has  taken  a  new 
turn.” 

“Yes?”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “Walk  in,  please. 
You  seem  agitated.  You  have  nothing  to  fear  in  this 
house,  captain.  Rest  assured  of  that.” 

Captain  Oswald  was  then  conducted  to  the  library,  where 
he  sank  into  a  chair,  mopping  his  forehead  with  a  silk 
handkerchief. 

One  would  have  supposed  from  the  way  the  man  per¬ 
spired  that  it  was  a  warm  evening,  whereas  it  was  decid¬ 
edly  cold.  ' 

“And  what  is  the  nature  of  your  trouble,  captain,”  Old 
King  Brady  asked. 

“Excuse  me  if  I  don’t  go  into  details,”  was  the  reply. 
“Enough  to  say  I  am  being  shadowed  by  enemies,  as  I  be¬ 
lieve,  although  1  may  be  mistaken  in  this.  It  is  no  easy 
matter  to  play  the  part  of  a  Wall  street  prince,  Mr.  Brady; 
you  must  know  that.” 

“T  understand.  In  such  a  case  enemies  are  a  necessity.” 

“Absolutely  so,  sir;  and  I  have  mine.  Excuse  me,  but  is 
this  young  man  your  partner?” 

“He  is.  Harry,  this  gentleman  is  Captain  Oswald,  of 
whom  T  spoke  to  you.” 

A  oung  King  Brady  bowed,  but  Captain  Oswald  insisted 
upon  shaking  hands. 

Look  here,”  lie  exclaimed.  “Do  me  the  favor  to  see  if 
this  house  is  being  watched.  There  is  such  a  good  chaqee 
iv  ilh  I  hat  infernal  park  in  front  here.  They  are  in  a  cab.” 

^  oung  King  Brady  at  once  left  the  house  in  obedience  to 
a  sign  from  his  chief. 

‘And  this  supposed  shadowing  alters  your  plans,  cap¬ 
tain?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

1 1  <!oes.  1  want  you  to  go  with  me  to-night  if  it  is  a 
possible  thing.” 
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“Oh,  it  can  be  done  if  you  insist  upon  it.” 

“I  am  sorry  to  have  to  insist  upon  it.  for  it  spoils  all 
my  plans.  There  were  other  persons  to  accompany  us.  It 
is  too  late  to  notify  them  now.” 

“Perhaps  if  you  told  me  something  of  your  troubles  1 
might  be  able  to  help  you,”  suggested  Old  King  Brady. 

“I  don't  doubt  it;  but  it  is  impossible,”  replied  Captain 
Oswald.  “There  are  reasons.  I  cannot  explain.” 

“A7ery  well.  I  have  no  desire  to  force  your  confidence.” 

“Tell  me,  Air.  Brady,  if  your  partner  reports  the  coast 
clear  is  there  any  reason  why  we  should  not  leave  here  at 
once?” 

‘‘No  reason.  I  will  go.” 

“I  should  greatly  prefer  that  you  went  alone.” 

“That  is  impossible.” 

“V  e  will  not  discuss  it.  How  can  we  go  so  as  to  attract 
the  least  possible  attention?” 

“And  prevent  being  shadowed?” 

“Yes.  ” 

“How  did  you  come?” 

“By  the  Broadway  car  and  across  the  park  on  foot.  I 
was  afraid  of  being  shadowed  by  another  cab  if  I  took  one.” 

“And  still  you  were  shadowed.” 

“I  think  so;  I  cannot  be  sure.” 

“If  you  came  on. foot  then  your  shadowers  should  be 
on  foot.” 

“  On  the  contrary,  they  were  in  a  cab.  But  I  may  be  en¬ 
tirely  mistaken,  please  understand.” 

“I  understand.  Well,  if  we  leave  in  a  cab  and  thev  have 
a  cab  they  will  surely  follow  us.” 

“Yes.” 

^“Ihe  best  way  will  be  for  you  to  leave  here  in  company 
with  my  partner,  in  disguise.” 

“Can  that  be  arranged?” 

“Easily.” 

“Why  can  I  not  go  with  you?  Would  not  that  be  bet¬ 
ter?” 

“I  think  not.  I  propose  to  disguise  you  as  an  elderly 
man  who  is  somewhat  infirm,  while  I  shall  disguise  myself 
to  resemble  you  and  so  draw  your  shadowers  off.” 

“Excellent.  Nothing  could  be  better.” 

“Where  do  we  meet?” 

“At  the  Battery.” 

“Don’t  make  it  on  the  Battery.  Go  to  the  Eastern 
Hotel  at  the  foot  of  Whitehall  street,  and  wait  for  me  in 
the  office.” 

“Very  well.” 

“When  T  join  you  T  shall  be  able  to  report  whether  the 
coast  is  clear  or  not.” 

“T  see.  You  think  you  can  give  them  the  slip?” 

“T  can  make  no  promises.  All  T  can  say  is  that  T  am 
well  accustomed  to  such  work.” 

“T  shall  leave  it  entirely  in  your  hands/* 

“Tt  would  he  a  little  easier  for  me  if  you  could  give  me 
-o me  clew  a"  to  who  T  am  to  wateb  out  for.  Without  that 
it  is  rather  a  blind  affair.” 

“Yon  are  right,  still  T  prefer  to  go  no  further  than  to 


say  that  the  cab  driver  was  a  short,  thick-set  man  with  a 
very  red  face.” 

v  “But  suppose  I  am  followed  by  these  people  on  foot?’’ 

Captain  Oswald  twisted  in  his  chair. 

“I  know  it  seems  perfectly  absurd  to  you,  Air.  Brady,”  lie 
said,  “but  nevertheless  I  cannot  speak  further.  If  you 
are  shadowed  your  professional  experience  ought  to*enable 
you  to  pick  out  the  shadowers.  When  yon  describe  them 
to  me  it  will  be  time  enough  to  inform  .you  whether  you 
are  right  or  wrong.” 

“As  -you  will.  Here  conies  Harry.  Now  to  hear  what 
he  ha£  to  report.” 

Harry  came  in  with  the  information  that  a  cal;  was 
standing  on  Wavcrly  place  With  the  curtains  pulled  down. 

“I  passed  it  twice,  but  I  could  not  get  a  sight  of  the 
people  inside,”  he  added. 

“What  kind  of  looking  man  was  the  driver?”  Captain 
Oswald  asked. 

“A  short  man  with  a  very  red  face,”  was  the  reply. 

“It  is  the  same  cab,  Air.  Bradv,”  said  the  captain,  his  * 
agitation  returning. 

“Still,  you  are  not  certain  that  those  inside  are  shadow¬ 
ing  you?” 

“No.” 

“Are  you  sure  there  was  anyone  inside,  Harry?  May 
the  cab  not  have  been  waiting  for  someone?” 

“No;  there  were  two  persons  inside,  Governor.” 

“I  guess  I  am  being  shadowed,  all  right,”  said  Captain 
Oswald.  “Now,  Air,  Brady,  I  am  in  your  hands.” 

The  old  detective  took  the  Alan  with  the  Barrel  to  an 
upper  room,  where  the  Bradys  keep  a  regular  costumer’s 
shop. 

Here  he  dusted  the  big  whiskers  with  a  grayish  powder, 
fitted  a  gray  wig  to  the  head  of  the  prince,  exchanged  his  . 
tall  hat  for  an  old  black  felt,'  gave  him  a  long  loose  top¬ 
coat  which  fitted  over  his  own,  and  then  fitted  a  pair  of  blue 
spectacles  to  his  eyes. 

“You’ll  do,”  he  said.  “Now  for  rnyeslf.” 

A  few  moments  later  and  Old  King  Brady  stood  before 
Captain  Oswald  a  changed  man. 

The  captain  stared  in  amazement. 

“Wonderful!”  he  exclaimed.  “Why,  you  are  mv  very 
double!  Mr.  Brady,  T  compliment  you  upon  your  skill.” 

“It  is  nothing,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “Come,  you 
had  better  he  going.  T  will  remain  here  for  twenty  minutes. 

Tf  you  are  followed  by  the  cab  you  had  best  return,  and  we 
will  try  some  other  plan.” 

But  the  twenty  minutes  elapsed,  and  Harry  and  the 
captain  did  not  return. 

Evidently  Old  King  Brady’s  plan  had  succeeded. 

“Julius!”  he  called,  “go  out  and  see  if  there  is  a  cab 
standing  at  the  corner  of  Waverly  Place.” 

Julius  was  hack  in  a  moment,  announcing  that  the  cal) 
was  there.” 

“All  right,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “T  am  off  now,  and 
T  can’t  say  when  T  shall  return.” 

Old  King  Brady  walked  stn  ighf  Awa  rd  the  cab. 
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The  driver’s  eyes  were  instantly  upon  him,  and  the  de¬ 
tective  saw  him  rap  with  his  whip  on  the  side  of  the  cab. 

'Then  lie  saw  the  curtain  pulled  slightly  forward. 

Just  at  this  moment  Old  King  Brady  was  passing  under 
one  of  the  electric  lights  in  Washington  Square. 

“Settled,”  he  thought.  “It  ought  to  work,  and' I  think 
it  will.” 

He  turned  east  on  Waverly  Place,  and  walked  to  Broad¬ 
way  without  looking  back. 

Then  he  turned  his  head  just  far  enough  to  sweep  the 
block  with  his  eyes. 

The  cab  was  moving  slowly  toward  him. 

Old  King  Brady  crossed  Broadway  and  boarded  an  up¬ 
town  car. 

This  he  left  at  14th  street. 

The  cab  was  right  behind  him. 

It  passed  the  detective  as  he  paused  for  a  moment  by  the 
old  Morton  House.  ' 

The  shades  were  still  drawn. 

He  could  catch  no  glimpse  of  those  inside. 

Old  King  Brady  now  turned  east,  and  walked  rapidly  to 
Third  avenue,  halting  beside  the  saloon  on  the  corner, 
where  he  stood  staring  in  at  the  window. 

In  a  moment  the  cab  had  drawn  up  at  the  opposite  cor¬ 
ner. 

Old  King  Brady  now  used  his  ears,  but  never  raised  his 
eyes. 

He  could  hear  the  train  on  the  elevated  in  the  distance, 
and  as  soon  as  the  sounds  told  him  that  it  had  reached  the 
point  where  he  wanted  it  he  made  a  sudden  dart  up  the 
elevated  stairs. 

He  went  only  as  far  as  the  turn,  however,  and  there 
paused  for  an  instant. 

Then  turning,  be  ran  downstairs  and  regained  the  street. 

The  cab  door  was  open.  The  red-faced  driver  looked  at 
the  old  detective  with  an  amused  grin. 

Old  King  Brady  hurried  to  the  cab. 

“Engaged?”  he  demanded. 

“No,  sir.” 

“Drive  me  to  the  corner  of  Allen  and  Rivingotn  street  as 
quick  as  possible.  Rive  dollars  will  be  the  fare.” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

Old  King  Brady  popped  into  the  cab,  which  immediately 
rolled  away. 

“Strangers  in  the  city,”  he  said  to  himself,  as  ho  sank 
back  against  the  cushions.  “Any  New  Yorker  would  have 
paid  this  cabby  to  sit  there  half  an  hour  at  least.” 

At  Allen  and  Rivington  street  there  is  a  station  on  the 
►Second  avenue  elevated  railroad  and  there  Old  King  Brady 
left  his  cab. 

The  driver  nearly  dropped  off  his  sfeat  when  he  saw  his 
fare  come  out  of  the  cab. 

“Gee!”  he  exclaimed.  “Well,  I’ll  be  blowed!” 

“hive  dollars.  Here  you  are,”  said  the  old  detective. 
“And  here’s  a  good  cigar.” 

“Say,  vou  did  that  pnrtv  slick,”  said  the  cabby  ndmir- 
ingly. 


“What?” 

“Oh,  I  know  you,  boss.” 

“Well?” 

“You  are  Old  King  Brady,  de  detective.” 

“Right.  Didn’t  you  know  me  when  I  got  into  the  cab?” 

The  driver  grinned. 

“Say  now,  Mr.  Brady,  you  didn’t  look  like  you  do  now,” 
he  said  admiringly.  “Them  big  whiskers  completely  fool¬ 
ed  me.” 

“They  were  false.  I  made  up  for  your  benefit.” 

“And  you  fooled  me,  all  right.” 

“You’ll  be  a  fool  if  you  don’t  listen  to  me,  driver.  I  want 
to  know  all  about  your  last  fare,  and  you  will  be  five  dollars 
to  the  good  if  you  tell  me.” 

“All  right,  boss.  I’m  Avilling.  I  never  seen  dem  guys 
before,  and  I  don’t  never  expect  to  see  them  again.” 

“Just  so.  Well?” 

“Well,  Mr.  Brady,  one  of  dem  was  a  white  man,  and  de 
other  was  a  nigger  wid  diamonds  stuck  in  his  ears.” 

“Just  so.  The  white  man  had  a  scar  on  his  cheek?” 

“He  did.” 

“I  know  the  pair.” 

“Well,  dey  didn’t  know  you  den.  You  fooled  ’em  fine 
sending  ’em  up  on  de  L  road.” 

“Where  did  you  pick  them  up?” 

“Down  on  Wall  street.  Sure,  they  have  had  me  engaged 
since  half-past  four.  They  was  shadowing  the  man  what 
went  into  your  house.  You  know  who  he  is,  av  coorse?" 

“Well,  naturally.  But  do  you  know  him?” 

-  “Sure.  Everybody  knows  him.  It  was  de  Prince  of  Wall 
Street — de  Man  wid  de  Bari.” 

Old  King  Brady  laughed.  “You’ll  do,”  he  said.  :iV 
hire  you  again  there  may  be  more  money  coming  from  me.” 

Thereupon  Old  King  Brady  ascended  the  stairs  and  went 
downtown  on  the  Second  avenue  L. 


CHAPTER  TV. 

THE  BRADYS  FIND  A  CLEW. 

Old  King  Brady  in  due  time  turned  up  at  the  old  Eastern 
Hotel. 

Here  he  found  Harry  and  Captain  Oswald  waiting  in 

the  office. 

“What!  You  have  shed  your  disguise?”  exclaimed  the 
prince.  “I  was  expecting  to  see  my  double,  not  you.” 

“Tt  had  served  its  purpose,”  replied  Old  Kinsr  Brady, 
on  will  bo  still  more  surprised  when  T  toll  you  that  T 
came  part  way  downtown  in  the  sh  a  dower’s  cab.” 

Captain  Oswald  gave  a  violent  start. 

^  hat!  A  on  have  seen  those  men?”  he  exclaimed. 

“  Don't  disturb  yourself.  T  did  not  see  the  men  ” 

“Ob!” 

“Now  you  are  relieved.  Let  mo  explain.” 
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Old  King  Brady  then  told  what  had  happened,  but  not 
one  word  did  he  say  about  his  interview  with  the  cabby. 

“Well,  that  was  a  shrewd  trick,”  said  the  prince.  “You 
did  not  even  catch  sight  of  the  two  men?” 

“As I  just  told  you,  Captain  Oswald.” 

“Yes,  yes.  Well,  I  am  more  than  pleased.” 

“And  now?” 

“\\  e  had  better  go  at  once  to  my  yacht.” 

“Which  is  where?” 

“Supposed  to  he  lying  off  the  Liberty  Island  waiting  for 
me.” 

“Is  there  a  boat  at  the  Battery  waiting  for  you?” 

“There  should  be.”  v 

“Very  well.  This  is  as  safe  a  time  to  go  as  any.  Let  us 
make  haste.” 

They  left  the  hotel  at  once,  and  proceeded  to  the  water 
stairs  near  Pier  A. 

A  bluff-looking  fellow  with  a  yachting  cap  bearing  the 
word  “Xeander"  in  gilt  letters  came  forward  to  greet  them. 

“Captain,  we  are  in  trouble,”  he  said,  touching  tps  cap. 
“I  am  so  glad  you  have  come.  I  have  been  waiting  here 
•since  five  o’clock,  hoping  to  see  either  you  or  Dr.  O’Dell.'' 

“The  doctor  is  not  coming,”  replied  Captain  Oswald  has¬ 
tily.  “What  is  the  trouble,  Captain  Sims?” 

“A  strike,  sir.  The  men  have  all  left  but  one.” 

“So?  And  the  reason?” 

“They  wouldn’t  tell  me,  captain,  but  Gorree,  who  re¬ 
mains,  says  that  they  got  an  idea  that  the  yacht  was  hoo¬ 
dooed,  and  that - ” 

“Enough!”  broke  in  Captain  Oswald,  much  agitated.  “I 
don’t  want  to  listen  to  any  such  rubbish.  So  the  steward 
remains?” 

“Yes.  sir.” 

^C^ile  shall  be  well  rewarded.  Has  the  engineer  gone, 
too?” 

“Oh.  no,  sir.  I  left  him  in  charge.” 

“And  the  fireman?” 

“He  has  gone.” 

“Excuse  me  a  moment,  gentlemen,”  said  Captain  Os¬ 
wald,  recovering  his  calmness.  “Captain  Sims,  I  want  to 
speak  to  you.” 

He  drew  the  yacht  captain  aside,  and  they  conversed  in 
an  undertone  for  some  minutes. 

This  over  the  yacht  captain,  entered  a  small  boat  and 
pulled  away. 

“It  will  be  impossible  for  us  to  go  forward  to-inght,  Mr. 
Brady,”  said  Captain  Oswald  then.  “Perhaps,  after  all,  it 
is  just  as  well,  for  the  gentleman  who  was  to  accompany -us 
will  be  on  hand  to-morrow.” 

“Then  there  is  nothing  further  that  we  can  do  for  you 
to-night,  captain?” 

“Nothing.  T  shall  now  return  to  my  hotel,  the  Waldorf. 
I  thank  you  heartily  for  what  you  have  done.  I — or — ddar 
rne,  I  hardly  know  what  to  do?” 

“Let  us  walk,”  said  Old  King  Bradv.  “The  wind  is  cold 

here.” 

“We  will  walk  to  the  Astor  House,”  replied  Captain 


Oswald.  “There  I  will  take  a  cab.  1  am  in  a  state  of  great 
perplexity,  Mr.  Brady.  1  ought  to  have  a  detective  con¬ 
stantly  with  me,  and  yet - ” 

“And  yet  you  do  not  care  to  tell  the  detective  whom  he 
is  to  detect?” 

“You  have  hit  it  exactly,”  replied  the  captain,  with  a 
sickly  smile. 

“I  will  then  proceed  to  relieve  you  from  your  dilemma.” 

“You  can’t.” 

“Oh,  but  I  can.” 

“You  saw  those  men?” 

“No,  sir;  not  then,  as  1  told  you,  but  I  had  previously 
seen  them,  and  they  were  fully  described  to  me  by  the  cab 
driver.” 

“Ah!” 

“One  was  a  thin  man  with  a  scar  on  his  face,  the  other 
a  Hindoo  with  diamonds  set  in  his  ears.” 

Captain  Oswald  gave  a  smothered  exclamation. 

“On  the  whole,  I  am  relieved,”  he  said.  “I  can  now  use 
you.  Can  one  of  you  remain  in  my  apartments  to-night  and 
watch  my  office  to-morrow  ?” 

“My  partner  can  do  that.” 

“Good!  It  is  a  great  relief  to  think  that  I  have  not  got  to 

\ 

trust  my  secrets  to  anyone  else.” 

•  t 

“Captain,  you  are  in  fear  of  your  life?” 

“Mr.  Brady,  I  am,  but  ask  me  no  questions,  for  I  shall 
answer  none.” 

“Nevertheless,  I  shall  ask  you  a  few  for  your  own  sake, 
and  that  without  trying  to  pry  into  your  secrets.  But  first 
let  me  tell  you  about  these  mem  Harry,  your  story  first, 
mine  is  of  no  importance. 

“Evidently  they  don’t  know  you  very  well,  captain,”  con¬ 
tinued  Old  King  Brady,  after  the  explanation  was  made. 

“They  do  not;  or,  rather,  they  did  not  then.  But  they 
know  me  now.” 

“I  shall  not  ask  you  why  you  fear  these  men,  but  I  would 
like  to  know  if  they  have  just  arrived  in  town?” 

“Undoubtedly.  I  never  ^aw  them  before  this  afternoon 

when  I  left  my  office  and  found  them  together  on  \\  all 
* 

sreet  watching  the  building.” 

“And  you  knew  them  at  a  glance?”” 

“I  knew  one  of  them.” 

“The  white  man?” 

“Yes.” 

“He  had  been  described  to  you?” 

“I  have  seen  his  photograph,  Mr.  Brady.” 

“Then  there  is  no  chance  of  mistake.” 

“None.  Please  don’t  ask  me  any  more.” 

“Patience,  captain.  My  questions  are  harmless.  I  want 
to  know  about  this  faithful  Hindoo  on  board  your  yacht.” 

“Heavens!  You  don’t  think - ” 

“Pardon  me,  but  T  do  think.” 

“What?” 

“That  there  may  be  some  connection  between  your  faith¬ 
ful  steward  and  the  Hindoo  with  the  diamond  ear-rings.” 

“Brady,  you  are  right.  You  must  be  right!  Oh,  what  a 
fool  I  was!  How  blind  I  have  been  to  engage  that  man!” 
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“Where  did  yon  got  him?” 

“Captain  Sims  picked  him  up.  I  have  no  idea  where. 
He  is  a  splendid  cook.” 

“Flow  long  has  lie  been  with  you?’’ 

“Emir  months.” 

“Ample  time  for  him  to  bring  his  friends  out  from  India 
to  hound  you.” 

“  Yes,  yes!  I  see  it  all.  He  shall  be  at  once  discharged.” 

“If  you  do  that  then  once  more  you  will  play  the  fool.” 

“You  would  not  advise  keeping  him  if  you  knew  all.” 

“  1  most  emphatically  advise  keeping  him,  suspecting,  the 
worst.” 

“  I.  follow  vou,  Mr.  Bradv.  You  don't  wish  to  let  the  oth- 
ers  think  that  I  suspect.” 

“it  isn’t  that  at  all.  Don't  you  know  that  they  are  well 
aware  that  you  suspect  them?” 

“What  is  the  idea  then?” 

“The  way  to  frustrate  these  people  is  to  let  them  carry 
their  plans  forward  and  not  to  try  to  balk  them  at  every 
step.” 

“You  are  right,  but - ” 

“Well?” 

“I  will  own  that  1  fear  for  my  life.” 

“Pshaw,  man!  You  have  owned  that  before  in  a  dozen 
ways.” 

“I  suppose  I  have.” 

“Now  let  me  go  on  with  my  questions.  They  won’t  harm 
you  a  bit.  You  see,  T  am  not  asking  you  about  the  mysteri¬ 
ous  house,  or  anything  connected  with  it.” 

“Well?”  . 

“Have  these  Hindoos  any  particular  reason  for  killing 
you  as  an  individual?” 

“No.  They  don’t  know  me  as  an  individual.” 

“But  as  the  inheritor  of  another’s  secrets.”  / 

“That’s  it.” 

“Will  our  work  at  this  house  put  an  end  to  your  danger?” 

“Yes,  if  it  is  successful  it  may;  and  then  again,  it  may 
not.” 

“We  pass  on  that  as  trespassing  on  forbidden  ground. 
Now  for  my  suggestion.  Engage  some  outside  detective  to 
shadow  yourself  to-night  and  to-morrow  and  let  my  partner 
ship  aboard  your  yacht  in  disguise  and  try  to  get  next  to 
this  man  Gorree.” 

“No,  no!” 

“As  you  will.” 

“Do  you  think  it  best?” 

“If  I  hadn’t  thought  so  T  should  not  have  proposed  it.” 

“But  where  can  I  get  a  detective?” 

“  Right  at  the  hotel.  He  will  answer  your  purpose  as 
well  as  Harry.  All  you  need  give  him  is  a  description  of 
these  men.” 

Captain  Oswald  walked  on  in  silence  for  some  time. 

“How  could  T  get  your  partner  aboard  without  exciting 
suspicion  ?”  he  then  asked. 

“You  could  not  do  it  to-night,  but  he  can  pull  out  to  the 
Neander  l he  first  thing  in  the  morning  and  apply  for  a 
job.  V  letter  from  you  to  Captain  Sims  would  fix  it.” 


“Does  he  understand  the  business?” 

“Perfectly.  Tie  has  frequently  had  occasion  to  act  as  a 
yacht  hand  during  our  work.” 

“Well,  I  give  in.  I’ll  do  it,”  said  the  captain  reluctantly. 

“Then  there’s  your  job,  Harry,”  added  Old  King  Brady, 
“so  prepare  for  it.” 

They  had  now  reached  the  Astor  House,  and  here  the 
Bradys  parted  with  Captain  Oswald,  who  engaged  a  cab. 

“Upon  my  word,  Governor,  I  don’t  much  relish  my  job," 
remarked  Harry,  as  soon  as  he  had  gone. 

“Just  the  same  it’s  your  job,  and  you  will  have  to  make 
the  best  of  it.  Come,  let’s  go  over  to  the  office.  I  want  to 
consult  the  yachting  list.” 

“T  thought  vou  would.  It  is  necessarv  to  trace  the  history 
of  this  yacht  Neander.  Of  course,  it  was  never  built  for 
our  Wall  Street  Prince.” 

“It  hardly  could  have  been,  seeing  that  he  has  only 
been  around  New  York  two  years,  and  has  been  closely  tied 
down  to  business  all  the  while.  But  we  shall  soon  see." 

The  Bradys  now  opened  up  their  office  in  spite  of  the  late¬ 
ness  of  the  hour. 

Here  the  detectives  keep  directories  of  all  large  cities, 
and  books  of  all  sorts  likely  to  be  of  service  in  their  busi¬ 
ness. 

The  yacht  list  was  among  them.  It  gave  the  names  of  all 
the  yacht  owners  in  New  YYrk,  Boston,  Baltimore,  and 
Philadelphia. 

There  was  no  trouble  in  finding  the  Neander. 

The  description  of  the  craft  threw  a  flood  of  light  on  the 
mystery  of  the  man  with  the  barrel,  as  will  now  he  shown. 

“Here  you  are,”  said  Harry.  “Built  1885;  first  owner, 
Thomas  Sutton.  Sold  by  him  to  General  Henry  Nelson,  of 
Black  Pock  Point,  Connecticut.  Sold  again  bv  the  execu- 
tors  of  his  estate  to  Captain  Fitzmaurice  Oswald.” 

“Heavens!  You  don’t  mean  it!”  Old  King  Brady  ex¬ 
claimed. 

“Well,  what?”  demanded  Harry. 

"Have  you  forgotten  the  Nelson  murder?” 

"  T  remember  it  now.  Old  man  living  alone  in  lonely 
mansion  on  Black  Pock  Point  found  dead  in  his  bed  about 
six  months  ago.” 

“Exactly.” 

"Tt  was  a  Connecticut  affair,  and  T  didn't  charge  my 
mind  with  it.  Governor.” 

“Then  thank  heaven  T  don’t  wait  to  charge  mv  mind 

O  V 

with  things  T  can’t  remember,  bnt  charge  my  scrap-book 
with  the  same.” 

on  remember  all  right,  too.  Yon  never  forget  any¬ 
thing.” 

Bet  me  see,  let  me  see!”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

Be  opened  bis  big  safe  and  produced  a  scrapbook. 

Hastily  turning  over  the  leaves,  be  found  the  place,  and 
studied  the  insertion  for  some  time. 

“Here’s  the  whole  story,  Harry,”  be  said.  “No  need  for 
you  to  wade  through  all  this.  Let  mo  review  it  to  you.” 

“Co  on.  I’m  listening.” 

H<  nry  Nelson,  a  retired  officer  in  the  British  urmv.  turn* 
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ed  up  here  three  years  ago.  Bought  the  old  Lawrence  man¬ 
sion  on  Black  Rock  Point,  and  having  made  extensive  re¬ 
pairs,  took  up  his  residence  there,  leading  the  life  of  a  her¬ 
mit,  employing  only  one  servant,  a  man,  who  looked  after 
his  wants. 

“General  Nelson  seemed  to  shun  society,  and  rejected  all 
overtures  from  his  neighbors  to  become  acquainted.  Took 
frequent  cruises  in  his  yacht,  the  Neander,  which  always 
lay  out  in  the  Sound  with  steam  up  ready  for  his  use. 

“These  cruises  sometimes  lasted  a  week  or  more,  but 
while  on  them  General  Nelson  was  never  known  to  land. 
In  short,  the  man  was  a  thorough  eccentric.  Now  for  the 
manner  of  his  death. 

“One  morning  last  September  the  servant,  who  had  been 
absent  for  several  days,  returned  on  an  early  train.  Hurry¬ 
ing  to  Black  Rock  Point,  he  entered  the  house,  and  was 
immediately  seen  by  some  fishermen  to  come  out  again.  He 
shouted  for  help.  Fishermen  responded.  Old  General  Nel¬ 
son  found  dead  in  bed.  Whisky  bottles  on  table,  every  sign 
of  carouse  in  which  two  persons  took  part.  General  had 
cord  around  his  neck;  he  had  evidently  been  strangled  in  his 
sleep.” 

“1  remember  it  all  now,”  broke  in  Harry.  “The  body 
was  cold.  Servant  arrested;  proved  alibi.  Every  room  in 
the  house  turned  topsy-turvy.  Supposed  to  be  work  of  bur¬ 
glars.  Truth  of  the  matter  never  learned.” 

“Briefly  and  correctly  stated.  Such  was  General  Nelson’s 
death.  But  see  here,  this  last  scrap  I  have  pasted  in  not 
four  weeks  ago.  It  reads  thus : 

“  The  Lawrence  mansion  on  Black  Rock  Point,  Connecti¬ 
cut,  belonging  to  the  estate  of  the  late  General  Henry  Nel- 
a the  British  army,  was  sold  yesterday  by  the  public 
administrator  to  Dr.  Joseph  O’Dell,  of  New  York,  with  its 
contents,  for  the  sum  of  $16,000.  As  General  Nelson, 
whose  murderer  has  never  been  discovered,  left  no  known 
heir,  this  money  will  accrue  to  the  State,  with  the  right  of 
redemption  should  heirs  subsequently  appear  and  make 
good  their  claims.” 

“Immense!”  cried  Harry.  “And  this  Dr.  O’Dell  was  the 
man  Captain  Sims  expected  at  the  Battery  stairs.” 

“Exactly;  and  just  as  surely  the  mysterious  house  to 
which  we  are  to  be  taken  is  the  old  Lawrence  mansion  on 
Black  Rock  Point.  At  last  we  have  found  a  clew.” 


CHAPTER  V. 

HOT  WORK  ON  THE  NEANDER. 

The  business  hours  of  the  next  day  were  busy  enough  for 
Wall  -treet,  but  idle  for  Old  King  Brady,  so  far  as  the  case 
of  the  Man  with  the  Barrel  was  concerned. 

Tip  to  four  o’clock,  at  which  hour  Old  King  Brady  had 
agreed  to  meet  Captain  Oswald  at  his  office,  there  was  noth¬ 
ing  doing  with  the  old  detective. 


But  on  the  Street  it  was  one  of  those  days  of  reckon¬ 
ing  which  surely  follow  a  day  of  panic. 

Several  minor  brokerage  houses  went  to  the  wall. 

Idle  “Wall  street  editions”  of  the  yellow  journals  were 
full  of  the  Man  with  the  Barrel. 

Almost  all  had  his  picture,  and  all  united  in  saying  that 
the  prince  had  turned  a  clean  million  in  the  late  struggle, 
and  this  directly  in  the  face  of  facts  as  known  to  everyone 
on  Wall  street  who  took  the  least  trouble  to  post  himself. 

Nevertheless,  in  this  day’s  reaction,  as  the  Bradys  subse¬ 
quently  learned,  Captain  Oswald  undoubtedly  cleared  over 
$40,000. 

It  was  no  imagination  that  the  prince  was  now  solvent 
again. 

First  thing  next  morning  Harry,  roughly  dressed,  hired 
a  Whitehall  boatman  to  pull  him  out  to  the  yacht  Neander. 

Here  he  found  Captain  Sims  just  about  to  leave  for  the 
shore  to  engage  a  crew. 

What  was  contained  in  the  letter  which  Captain  Oswald 
had  hurriedly  scribbled  at  the  Astor  House  and  given  te 

i 

Harry,  Young  King  Brady  did  not  know,  but  he  now  learn¬ 
ed  that  the  prince  had  been  franker  than  he  had  supposed. 

“So  you  want  a  job,  eh?”  demanded  the  captain,  eyeing 
Young  King  Brady.  “What  do  you  know  about  this  busi¬ 
ness?” 

“I  have  worked  over  a  year  on  a  yacht,  sir.  If  you  will 
give  me  a  trial  I  think  you  will  find  that  I’ll  suit.” 

“I  shall  have  to  give  you  a  trial,  since  the  owner  orders 
it.  I  don’t  like  fellows  who  come  aboard  my  craft  through 
the  cabin  window  very  much.” 

“I  don’t  come  aboard  through  the  cabin  window,”  re¬ 
torted  Harry.  “I  never  saw  Captain  Oswald  until  last 
night.  A  friend  of  mine  spoke  to  him  about  getting  a  job, 
and  the  captain  told  me  he  needed  yacht  hands  himself, 
so  here  I  am.” 

“Oh,  that’s  different,”  retorted  the  captain.  “All  right. 
Mr.  Gorree,  our  . steward  here,  will  deal  you  out  a  uniform, 
which  will  he  deducted  from  your  pay,  and  you  can  get  right 
to  work.” 

Standing  near  during  this  conversation  was  the  steward, 
taking  it  all  in. 

And  Harry  had  been  taking  him  in  ever  since  he  came 
aboard. 

The  steward  was  a  man  of  about  forty  years  of  age,  not  as 
black  as  the  Lascar  with  the  ear-rings,  but  still  hearing  a 
strong  general  resemblance  to  him. 

His  little  eyes  were  fixed  searchingly  upon  Young  King 
Brady  while  this  conversation  was  going  on. 

And  now  he  stepped  forward  and  said : 

“Pardon,  Sahib  Captaine,  hut  ees  eet  wise  to  take  dis 
young  man?  So  you  do  de  crew  vat  I  shall  get  you  vill 
keek.  T  say  no,  Sahib  Captaine.” 

“Nonsense,  Gorree.  I’ve  got  to  mind  the  boss,  I  sup¬ 
pose.” 

“Eet  vill  make  much  trouble,  Sahib  Captaine.” 

“Let  it!”  retorted  Captain  Sims.  “Perhaps,  after  all,  I 
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shall  decide  not  to  take  your  crew.  If  they  prove  to  he  a 
lot  of  lubbers  l  certainly  shall.” 

“But  Sahib  Captaine.  1  want  to  say - ” 

“Don’t  say  it!”  roared  Captain  Sims.  “You  attend  to 
vour  own  affairs,  Gorree,  and  leave  me  to  attend  to  mine 
if  you  want  to  keep  your  own  job  here  aboard  this  yacht.” 

The  Hindoo,  with  a  profound  salaam,  withdrew. 

“That  fellow  is  a  trickster,”  thought  Young  King  Brady. 
“  How  can  anybody  be  so  blind  as  to  trust  such  a  man. 

As  Gorree  departed  Captain  Sims  turned  to  Young  King 
Brady  and 'said: 

“Young  fellow,  you  follow  me.  Let’s  see,  what’s  your 
name  again?” 

“  Jack  White,  sir.” 

“This  way,  White.” 

Captain  Sims  led  the  way  to  his  stateroom,  and  having 
carefully  pulled  up  the  window  blind,  bolted  the  door. 

“Sit  down,”  he  said,  motioning  Harry -to  a  stool.  “You 
are  one  of  the  Brady  detectives,  it  seems.” 

“'Does  the  letter  tell  you  that?”  asked  Harry,  guarded- 

ly- 

“It  does.  You  can  see  for  yourself  if  you  don’t  believe 
me.” 

“It  is  not  necessary,”  Harry  replied.  “I  take  your  word 
for  it.” 

“Well,  we  may  as  well  come  to  an  understanding.  Who 
is  to  be  spied  on  here  ?” 

“Not  you,  surely,  Captain  Sims,  or  you  would  not  have 
been  told  that  I  was  a  detective.” 

“Perhaps  yes,  perhaps  no.  I’m  not  stuck  on  mv  job. 
I  tell  you  that  straight.” 

“My  presence  here  has  nothing  whatever  to  do  with  you, 
Captain  Sims.” 

“What  then?” 

“I  cannot  answer  that  question.” 

“I  supposed  as  much.  I  don’t  like  it  for  a  cent.” 

“Listen;  the  matter  has  nothing  whatever  to  do  with 
you.  I’ll  give  you  a  hint.  The  man  who  is  now  listening 
at  the  keyhole  is  the  person  I  am  here  to  watch.” 

Harry  had  allowed  his  voice  to  sink  to  a  whisper. 

Captain  Sims  gave  a  quick  start. 

“S  it  possible?”  he  breathed. 

“Keep  on  talking.  Swear  at  me.  Call  me  names — any 
old  thing,”  returned  Harry  in  a  voice  almost  inaudible. 

He  slipped  off  his  shoes,  and  getting  out  of  range  of  t Tie 
keyhole,  suddenly  shotlthe  bolt  and  threw  open  the  door. 

rf  here  was  Gorree  the  steward  in  the  act  of  scrambling  to 
his  feet. 

We  would  like  to  report  the  events  of  the  next  two  min¬ 
utes,  but  Captain  Sims’  language  was  a  little  too  strenuous. 

He  jumped  on  Gorree,  knocked  him  down,  and  hit  him 
several  times. 

“Pardon,  Sahib  Captaine,  pardon!  Pardon!”  whined  the 
Hindoo. 

He  seemed  to  bike  it  all  so  meekly  that  Captain  Sims  was 
thrown  off  his  guard. 

“You  leave  ibis  yacht!”  he  bellowed.  “T  believe  on  mv 


soul  that  you  put  up  a  job  on  us,  and  got  the.  crew  to  quit 
so  that  you  could  run  in  some  of  your  own  friends.  Get 
your  things  together.  Go  back  on  the  boat  this  boy  came 
over  on.  He  will  remain  here.” 

Thus  saying,  Captain  Sims  turned  away,  and  started  for 
his  stateroom. 

He  would  have  been  a  dead  one  in  an  instant  but  for 
Harry,  who  through  it  all  had  been  quietly  leaning  agaimt 
the  rail. 

Quick  as  a  Hash  the  Hindoo  drew  a  knife  and  made  a 
rush  for  the  captain. 

Harry  made  a  jump  for  the  fellow,  got  him  by  the  throat, 
and  tripping  him  up,  threw  him  to  the  deck,  where  he  fell 
so  heavily,  striking  the  back  of  his  head,  as  to  render  him 
entirely  unconscious. 

“Great  heavens!”  gasped  Captain  Sims.  “But  for  you 
that  knife  would  have  been  in  my  back!” 

‘#And  that’s  no  dream,  Captain  Sims!”  panted  Young 
King  Brady,  out  of  breath  from  his  exertions.  “Now  are¬ 
n’t  you  glad  I  came?” 

“Glad!  Boy,  you  have  saved  my  life.  I  see  it  all  now! 
How  could  I  ever  have  been  so  blind.  It  is  this  fellow  who 
has  played  ghost  and  scared  off  my  crew.” 

“Oh!  There  is  a  ghost  in  it,  is  there?” 

“Yes;  the  yacht  was  reported  to  be  haunted  by  the  spirit 
of  its. former  owner,  General  Nelson.” 

“So?  Well,  we  will  put  this  man  out  of  the  way  of  doing 
further  harm.” 

“He’s  that  now,  I  guess.  He  looks  as  though  he  was 
dead.” 

“Nonsense!  He  is  only  stunned.  Get  me  a  rope  and  I'll 
tie  the  snake  up.” 

“I  ought  to  throw  him  overboard.  At  least  he-wv&t 
to  be  sent  ashore.” 

“No,  no!  Captain  Oswald  must  know  of  this;  there  are 
reasons  which  I  can’t  explain,  Captain  Sims.” 

“The  letter  says  that  I  am  to  obey  your  orders,”  replied 
the  yacht  captain.  “I  have  irons  aboard.  What’s  the 
matter  with  putting  them  on  him?” 

'“The  very  thing,”  replied  Harry,  and  a  few  moments 
later,  when  Gorree  came  to  himself,  it  was  as  an  ironed 
prisoner  below. 

Harry  now  tried  to  interview  the  fellow,  but  he  could 
draw  nothing  out  of  him. 

The  Hindoo  merely  glared:  his  eyes  snapped  viciously. 

When  Young  King  Brady  persisted  Gorree  spit  at  him. 
just  as  a  vicious  cat  might  have  done. 

^  oung  King  Brady  returned  to  the  deck,  to  find  Captain 
Sims  consulting  with  Mr.  Meredith,  the  engineer,  to  whom 
he  was  introduced.  * 

‘’This  is  a  very  serious  matter,”  said  Mr.  "Meredith.  “"Mr. 
Brady,  T  have  several  times  warned  Captain  Sims  against 
that  man,  and  now  he  admits  that  T  was  right.” 

“1  do  indeed.”  said  the  captain.  “I  have  been  blind.  T 
can  see  now  that  it  must  have  been  Gorree  who  spread  that 
silly  story  about  a  ghost  being  seen  on  the  yacht,  and  scared 
off  the  crew.” 
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“Gentlemen,"  said  Harry,  “it  is  as  plain  as  day.  Captain 
Oswald  is  being  hounded  by  enemies,  and  he  has  good  rea¬ 
son  to  suspect  that  this  Hindoo  is  at  the  bottom  of  it.  Evi¬ 
dently  the  man  meant  to  put  creatures  of  his  own  aboard 
the  Neander.” 


“He  did!”  declared  Capain  Sims.  “He  told  me  that  he 
could  easily  get  me  a  crew,  and  we  were  just  about  to  start 
off  together,  Mr.  Brady,  when  you  came.” 

“We  have  spoiled  his  pie,  all  right,”  said  the  engineer. 
“Captain  Sims,  you  had  better  go  after  the  crew  alone,  and 
that  right  now.  There  is  no  telling  what  may  happen.  We 
might  be  compelled  to  move  out  of  this  anchorage  at  short 
notice.  Mr.  Brady  and  I  will  remain  on  guard  here.” 

“You  consent  to  that  plan,  Mr.  Brady?”  asked  the  cap¬ 
tain. 

“I  highly  approve  of  it,”  replied  Harry.  “I  would  sug¬ 
gest  also  that  you  go  to  Captain  Oswald’s  office  and  ask 
what  shall  be  done  with  Gorree.  If  he  thinks  best  I  will 
land  him  in  the  Tombs.” 

Captain  Sims  lost  no  time  in  taking  his  departure. 

Before  noon  he  was  back  a?gain  with  a  colored  steward 
and  a  full  crew  for  the  yacht. 

He  brought  also  a  letter  from  the  Prince  of  Wall  Street 
to  Harry,  which  read  as  follows : 


“Dear  Sir. — I  thank  you  for  your  prompt  and  efficient 
work.  The  man  Gorree  certainly  ought  to  be  jailed,  but 
for  reasons  of  my  own  I  prefer  that  it  should  not  be  so. 
Let  him  be  taken  ashore  and  set  free.  In  doing  this  I  real¬ 
ize  that  I  am  running  a  risk,  but  at  the  present  moment 
I  can  think  of  no  other  plan. 

“Yours  truly. 


“F.  M.  Oswald. 


“P.  S. — Kindly  remain  on  the  yacht.  We  shall  surely 
sail  this  afternoon  about  four  o’clock  if  I  live. — 0.” 


So  Gorree  was  brought  on  deck  and  rowed  over  to  the 
Battery,  where  he  was  set  free,  and  this  greatly  to  his  aston¬ 
ishment,  for  up  to  the  moment  of  landing  Harry,  who  ac¬ 
companied  the  boat  party,  allowed  him  to  think  that  he 
was  being  taken  to  jail. 

But  neither  then  nor  at  any  time  during  the  trip  dick  the 
Hindoo  utter  a  word. 

There  was  no  further  trouble  up  to  four  o’clock. 

The  new  men  evidently  understood  their  duties,  and 
things  went  smoothly. 

Albert  Johnson,  the  colored  steward,  who  personally 
acted  a?  cook,  served  an  excellent  dinner. 

Anyone  coming  aboard  the  Neander  then  would  have  nev¬ 
er  guessed  what  hot  work  there  had  been  on  the  yacht  a 
few  hours  before. 

At  four  o’clock  the  boats  were  sent  ashore  for  Captain 
Oswald  and  his  friends. 

They  promptly  returned,  bringing  off  the  Wall  street 
prince,  Dr.  Joseph  O’Dell,  Mrs'.  O’Dell,  Lieutenant  Timson 
of  the  United  States  Navy,  and  a  Mi-s  Ethel  Brandon,  the 


“BARREL.” 


last  two  being  friends  of  the  O’Dells’.  Old  King  Brady 
came  with  the  rest. 

Oswald  now  wore  only  a  mustache. 

“And  now,  captain,  make  a  quick  start  for  Black  Rock,” 
ordered  the  prince. 

“Doctor,  I  trust  that  you  and  your  friends  will  make 
yourselves  entirely  at  home,”  he  added.  “As  for  myself, 
I  must  ask  you  to  excuse  me  for  an  hour  or  so,  as  I  have 
some  important  business  to  transact  with  Mr.  Brady.  Gen¬ 
tlemen,  kindly  follow  me.” 

And  Captain  Oswald  led  the  way  not  to  the  cabin,  where 
Harry  expected  to  be  practically  made  a  prisoner  during 
the  trip,  but  forward  to  the  extreme  bow  of  the  yacht, 
where  he  placed  chairs  for  the  detectives  and  himself. 

“Now,  gentlemen,”  he  said  as  he  handed  around  cigars, 
“I  have  entirely  changed  my  mind  in  this  business.  There 
is  to  be  no  more  concealment.  For  better  or  for  worse  I  am 
going  to  take  you  into  my  full  confidence,  and  explain 
every  detail  of  this  mysterious  affair.” 


CHAPTER  VI. 

CAPTAIN  OSWALD  TELLS  ALL  HE  KNOWS. 

Even  Old  King  Brady  was  surprised  at  Captain  Oswald’s 
sudden  announcement,  for  he  had  received  no  hint  of  his 
change  of  plans  until  now. 

“I  think  you  are  very  wise,”  he  said.  “In  confiding  in  us 
you  run  no  risk  at  all.  We  have  many  secrets  in  our  pos¬ 
session.  It  would  be  entirely  against  our  own  interests  to 
betray  any  of  these.” 

“But  this  case  is  a.  very  peculiar  one,”  said  Captain  Os¬ 
wald.  “It  differs  from  anything  you  ever  had  to  deal  with 
before.” 

“Permit  me  to  doubt  that,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “You 
have  no  idea,  captain,  what  a  wide  range  our  work  has 
covered.” 

“Be  that  as  it  may,  I  come  to  the  conclusion  after  what 
happened  on  the  yacht  this  morning  that  further  conceal¬ 
ment  woudl  not  only  he  useless,  but  might  lead  to  danger. 
You  probably  don’t  know  to  what  I  refer,  Mr.  Brady,  hut 
your  partner  will  tell  yon  now,  and  then  I  will  start  with 
my- story.  By  the  way,  I  .suppose  you  already  know  where 
weVere  going  before  you  came  aboard?” 

“'Why  do  you  say  that?”  inquired  Old  King  Brady. 

“The  mention  of  Dr.  O’Dell’s  name  by  Captain  Sims  last 
night  was  enough  to  give  a  man  as  sharp  as  you  are  the 
clew.” 

“Captain,  T  must  compliment  you  on  your  shrewdness  in 
guessing  that.” 

“It  is  so,  then?” 

“It  is.” 

“And  what  do  you  know?” 

“Of  course,  my  dear  sir,  we  are  familiar  will)  the  Nelson 
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murder.  We  judge  that  it  is  to  the  old  Lawrence  House  on 
Black  Rock  Point  that  you  intend  to  take  us.’7 

“You  are  right.  1  did  not  care  to  have  my  name  mixed 
up  with  this  mystery;  now  you  understand  my  principal 
reason  for  acting  as  I  did. 

“And  now,  gentlemen,”  continued  the  prince  when  Har¬ 
ry  had  finished  telling  the  story  of  Gorree,  “let  me  begin 
my  strange  tale.  It  is  a  long  one,  and  you  will  have  to  have 
patience.” 

“Take  your  time,  captain,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “It 
is  a  long  way  to  Black  Rock  Point.” 

“Some  three  years  ago,”  began  Captain  Oswald,  “I  found 
myself  at  Bombay,  India.  I  had  then  just  resigned  from 
the  British  army  for  reasons  which  I  need  not  go  into,  and 
had  just  about  money  enough  to  secure  a  passage  to  New 
York,  to  which  city  I  proposed  to  go. 

“To  travel  on  the  regular  steamer  was  too  expensive  a 
luxury  for  my  purse,  so  I  engaged  indifferent  quarters  on 
the  tramp  steamer  Benning  Castle,  which  was  booked  to 
sail  direct  to  New  York.  We  left  at  midnight,  on  account 
of  tides,  and  just  before  we  raised  anchor  a  tug  pulled 
out  to  us  bringing  an  elderly  man  with  many  trunks.  I  was 
somewhat  surprised,  for  I  had  not  understood  that  there 
was  to  be  any  otfter  passenger. 

“This  man  was  so  bundled  up  that  I  could  not  make  him 
out  when  he  came  on  board  alone  at  midnight,  but  next 
morning  I  was  treated  to  a  still  greater  surprise,  for  who 
should  he  turn  out  to  be  but  General  Henry  Nelson,  a 
cashiered  and  disgraced  officer  in  the  army,  under  whom  I 
had  formerly  served. 

“Y  hat  crime  General  Nelson  had  committed  I  did  not 
know,  nor  have  I  since  learned.  Enough  to  say,  that  after 
his  dismissal  from  the  army  he  disappeared,  and  it  was  ru¬ 
mored  that  he  had  gone  among  the  hill  tribesmen  on  the 
Afghan  border,  and  was  instructing  them  in  militarv  tac- 
tics.  For  this,  if  he  had  been  apprehended,  he  would  have 
merited  death. 

“And  this  was  true.  General  Nelson  confessed  it  to  me. 
He  stated  further  that  he  had  been  very  successful  in  his 
work,  and  that  the  Rajah  under  whom  he  served  had  re¬ 
warded  him  with  large  sums  of  money  and  many  jewels 
which  he  then  had  with  him.” 

“Pardon  the  interruption,  captain,”  broke  in  Young 
King  Brady,  “but  was  that  prince  the  Rajah  of  Bhangee?” 

1  hat  is  right.  1  on  have  read  of  his  murder  in  the  pa¬ 
pers?”  replied  the  captain. 

\  lead  a  hill  account  of  it  some  two  or  three  years  ago. 

J  he  Rajah  was  believed  to  have  been  murdered  by  a  rene¬ 
gade  English  general,  who  managed  to  escape  with  a  large 
fortune  in  gold  and  gems.” 

“It  is  as  you  say,  and  that  officer  was  General  Nelson.’? 

Enough,’  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Proceed,  please,  cap¬ 
tain.  We  are  losing  time  here.” 

“During  the  voyage,”  continued  Captain  Oswald,  “Gen¬ 
eral  Nelson  was  seized  with  smallpox,  of  which  several  snil- 
ois  had  died.  I  had  never  had  the  disease,  but  out  of  pi{y 


and  nursed  him  back  to  health,  fortunately  escaping  the 
smallpox  myself.” 

“For  this  service  General  Nelson  was  very  grateful.  He 
then  told  me  of  his  adventures  among  the  tribesmen.  He 
claimed  that  he  had  practically  been  a  slave  to  the  Rajah, 
and  learning  that  lie  was  to  be  strangled  next  day,  he  had 
stabbed  the  prince  and  made  off  with  what  he  could  lay 
his  hands  on.  He  told  me  further  that  he  had  been  follow¬ 
ed  to  Bombay  by  native  spies  led  on  by  a  man  named  Cap¬ 
tain  Heintzman,  a  German  in  the  Rajah’s  service.  He 
showed  me  a  picture  of  Captain  Heintzman.  It  tallies  in 
every  particular  with  the  white  man  who  has  been  shadow¬ 
ing  me — the  man  with  the  sear  on  his  face.” 

“Exactly,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “And,  by  the  way, 
have  you  seen  anything  more  of  those  fellows  ?” 

“Nothing,”  replied  the  captain.  “Why  they  have  drop¬ 
ped  the  matter  I  fail  to  understand.” 

“Probably  we  shall  learn  later,”  remarked  Old  King 
Brady.  “Proceed,  please.” 

“Well,  gentlemen,  we  reached  New  York,  and  to  cut  the 
story  as  short  as  possible,  I  became  most  intimate  with 
General  Nelson.  He  promised  to  set  me  up  in  business, 
and  he  made  good  his  promises.  I  am  called  the  Man 
with  the  Barrel.  The  barrel  was  General  Nelson's.  The 
old  man  was  of  a  miserly  turn,  and  for  reasons  best  known 
to  himself  he  bought  the  old  Lawrence  bouse  at  Black  Rock 
Point,  and  lived  there  alone  witli  a  single  attendant  wThom 
he  picked  up  in  New  York. 

“He  at  once  gave  me  money,  and  I  began  operating  on 
Wall  street  partly  for  myself,  hut  principally  for  the  gen¬ 
eral.  Later  he  gave  me  a  large  sum  outright,  and  T  then 
launched  out  in  my  present  style.  This  was  just  before  his 
death 

“The  man  was  so  tortured  with  the  fear  of  being  followed 
up  and  killed  by  the  Rajah’s  spies  that  he  spent  most  of 
his  time  on  this  yacht,  cruising  here  and  there.  His  yacht 
people  were  never  admitted  to  the  Black  Rock  house,  nof* 
was  anyone  else  hut  myself,  and  my  visits  were  always  at 
night.  I  went  down  to  Stamford,  and  there  kept  a  sail¬ 
boat  in  which  T  used  to  go  to  the  house.  I  was  the  only 
person  ever  admitted  to  his  presence,  and  so  carefully  did 
I  manage  it  that  no  one  ever  knew  that  I  visited  the  house, 
as  1  supposed,  but  T  am  now  satisfied  that  I  must  have  been 
shadowed  by  these  Hindo  spies. 

General  Nelson  never  showed  me  the  jewels,  but  he 
made  constant  reference  to  them.  That  he  Had  much  gold 
I  know,  for  the  money  he  gave  me  was  in  that  form.  And. 
moreover,  T  had  considerable  gold  changed  into  paper 
money  for  his  use.  He  assured  me  that  lie  had  constructed 
a  secret  hiding  place  for  this  treasure,  and  that  it  amounted 
to  nearly  a  million,  but  where  this  was  lie  never  told  me. 
and  of  course  I  could  not  ask. 

“So  matters  went  on  for  nearly  a  year  and  a  half,  which 
brings  us  up  to  the  date  of  the  murder  six  months  ago. 
’Gisi  before  (lie  killing  took  place  T  called  one  nigh 


on 


tlie  general,  and  found  him  in  a  groat  state  of  agitation 
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Hindoo;  that  lie  had  seen  him  on  three  occasions.  This  was 
tne  time  that  he  gave  me  the  biggest  advance  of  all.  It  was 
two  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  dollars.  Part  of  it  was  in 
gold,  but  most  of  it  was  in  bills,  and  it  represented  profits 
that  I  had  paid  the  man. 

“Next  day  I  deposited  that  money  in  two  different  banks, 
and  my  reputation,  which  had  been  somewhat  affected  bv 
a  series  of  losses  which  I  had  made,  was  again  established, 
and  the  papers  came  out  with  their  nonsense'  about  my  bar¬ 
rel  again. 

“On  the  occasion  of  that  visit,  gentlemen,  General  Nelson 
informed  me  that  he  had  no  relations,  and  that  he  had  deter¬ 
mined  to  make  me  his  heir.  He  promised  to  execute  a 
will  before  many  days,  and  he  expressly  told  me  that  in 
case  of  his  sudden  death  I  was  to  take  possession  of  all  his 
money  and  the  jewels.  1  asked  him  then  to  tell  me  where 
he  kept  his  treasure  hidden,  but  he  refused,  saying  that  lie 
certainly  would  tell  me  on  the  occasion  of  my  next  visit. 
It  was  the  last  time  I  saw  him  alive.  Two  days  later  he  was 
found  strangled  in  bed.” 

o 

“This  is  a  very  remarkable  story,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“If  you  had  come  forward  how  much  light  you  could  have 
thrown  on  that  mysterious  affair.” 

“Exactly  so,  sir.  And  I  should  undoubtedly  have  been 
arrested  for  General  Nelson’s  murder  for  my  pains.  No,  I 
kept  dark.  At  first  I  thought  that  the  Hindoos  had  se¬ 
cured  the  money  and  the  jewels.  I  searched  the  house  many 
times  later,  but  could  find  nothing.  At  length  the  place 
was  sold  by  the  public  administrator.  For  me  to  have  put 
in  a  claim  would  have  been  useless,  so  I  did  not  interfere 
further  than  to  purchase  this  yacht  gt  the  sale,  for  I  had  an 
idea  that  the  treasure  might  have  been  concealed  on  board. 
P^lhnT^this  is  so,  but  if  so  I  never  could  find  it,  although 
4  had  the  yacht  thoroughly  overhauled  under  my  personal 
supervision.  The  house  was  purchased  by  this  gentleman 
whom  I  brought  aboard  to-day,  Dr.  O’Dell.  In  order  that 
I  might  from  time  to  time  search  further  for  the  treasure  I 
cultivated  the  doctor’s  acquaintance,  and  made  him  my 
friend.  He  is  worth  a  million  at  least,  but  he  is  a  queer 
man,  and  I  tell  you  frankly  a  person  not  to  be  trusted.  lie 
is  very  grasping,  and  has  a  fearful  temper.  Still,  I  got 
along  very  well  with  him,  and  did  much  business  for  the 
man  in  my  line.  This,  gentlemen,  brings  me  up  to  date. 
I  shall  now  deal  with  the  events  of  the  past  few  days. 

“At  the  beginning  of  this  stock  flurry  I  reckoned  myself 
worth  half  a  million  or  thereabouts.  Two  days  later  1 
went  broke.  It  was  necessary  for  me  to  either  meet  my  en¬ 
gagements  or  go  to  the.  wall,  for  I  no  longer  had  my  barrel 
to  fall  back  on.  In  this  situation  T  took  Dr.  O’Dell  into  my 
confidence  and  told  him  the  whole  story  in  return  for  a 
}  nr; d red  thousand  dollar  loan,  which  saved  me.  Yesterday 
my  great  day.  and  to-day  has  been  almost  as  successful. 
T  have  this  day  repaid  Dr.  O’Dell  and  am  still  a  hundred 
thousand  to  the  good.” 

“You  are  a  very  fortunate  man,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“Htd1.  a  hundred  thousand  is  a  very  narrow  margin  for  a 
man  -iruated  a-  you  are  to  operate  on.” 


“It  is  nothing  at  all,  Mr.  Brady,  but  I  hope  to  make  more. 
Dr.  O'Dell  at  once  suggested  that  you  be  engaged  to  search 
for  this  treasure  and  that  the  work  be  secretly  done,  i 
assented,  and  the  result  you  know.  But  now  right  at  the 
start  this  scarred  face  of  Captain  Heintzman  suddenly 
puts  in  an  appearance,  and  with  him  is  this  Hindoo.  That 
my  steward  was  one  of  the  gang  1  now  feel  certain,  f  was 
a  fool  to  hire  him.  Doubtless  it  was  he  who  gave  Captain 
Heintzman  the  information  which  brought  him  here,  and 
it  would  not  at  all  surprise  me  if  he  was  the  murderer  of 
General  Nelson.”  * 

“I  should  say  that  there  was  scarcely  a  doubt  about  it,” 
said  Old  King  Brady.  “You  say  that  he  has  been  six 
months  on  your  yacht?” 

“Just  about.  I  had  an  order  for  the  use  of  the  yacht 
from  the  general,  and  I  immediately  took  possession  of  it, 
buving  the  craft  when  it  was  sold  later  on.  If  I  recollect 

o 

right  it  was  not  more  than  three  weeks  after  the  murder 
that  Gorree  wras  engaged.” 

“I  don’t  see  how  you  ever  came  to  do  it,”  remarked 
Harry. 

“Oh,  you  see,  I  am  used  to  Hindoos,  and  so  thought  noth¬ 
ing  of  it,"”  was  the  reply.  “And  now  I  suppose  you  are 
wondering  why  I  set  the  fellow  free.  It  is  simply  because 
I  felt  that  the  best  way  to  bring  this  matter  to  a  head  was 
to  let  him  communicate  with  Captain  Heintzman.  We  may 
expect  a  visit  from  all  three  at  Black  Rock,  and  with  the 
Bradys  to  hack  me  it  will  he  interesting  to  see  what  they 
will  do.  O’Dell  agreed  with  me  in  this.” 

“And  so  do  I,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “The  treasure 
cannot  have  been  discovered,  or  those  men  would  not  be 
following  you  now.  The  captain  and  the  Hindoo  with  the 
diamonds  in  his  ears  must  have  hut  just  arrived.  I  do  not 
think  they  have  even  seen  Gorree.  It  is,  as  you  say,  the 
very  best  thing  you  could  have  done  to  let  him  find  them 
out.  Now  they  will  act,  and  we  must  be  on  hand  to  check¬ 
mate  them  when  they  make  their  move.” 

“I’m  glad  you  approve,”  said  the  captain,  with  a  sigh  of 
relief.  “And  now,  gentlemen,  the  Black  Rock  mystery  is 
a  mystery  no  longer  so  far  as  I  am  concerned,  for  I  have 
told  you  all  I  know.” 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  BRADYS  AT  BLACK  ROCK. 

The  run  up  the  Sound  after  Captain  Oswald  finished  his 
story  was  a  thoroughly  commonplace  affair. 

The  Bradys  did  not  attempt  to  mingle  with  the  cap¬ 
tain’s  guests,  for  they  one  and  all  took  especial  pains  to  let 
the  detectives  see  that  they  did  not  consider  them  as  be¬ 
longing  to  their  class. 

Dr.  O’Dell  was  the  only  one  who  even  spoke  to  them 
after  t ho  first  introduction. 
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lit'  addressed  himself  to  Old  King  Brady  in  lofty  fashion 
as  the  yacht  was  nearing  Black  Rock  Point. 

It  was  at  a  time  when  Captain  Oswald  had  gone  down 
into  the  cabin. 

“Well,  Mr.  Brady,  so  you  think  you  can — er — can  solve 
this  mystery?”  the  doctor  asked  as  he  came  strutting  up  to 
where  the  detectives  sat. 

“  l  can  tell  better  when  I  have  had  a  chance  to  go  through 
Block  Rock  house,  doctor,”  replied  the  old  detective,  civilly. 

“You  don’t  answer  my  question,  sir,  and  I’ll  trouble  you 
to  do  it.  You  have  had  a  lot  of  experience  with  this  sort 
of  business,  I  am  told.” 

“Yes,  a  great  deal.” 

“Then  you  should  know  what  the  chances  are.” 

“Good,  I  think.  We  seldom  fail  where  these  secret  pan* 
els  and  that  sort  of  thing  are  concerned.” 

“Then  you  had  better  get  to  work  as  quick  as  possible.  I 
don’t  want  a  couple  of  detectives  hanging  around  my  place 
for  four  or  five  days.  I  tell  you  that  straight.” 

And  with  this  rude  remark  Dr.  O’Dell  turned  on  his  heel 
and  walked  away. 

“He’s  a  nice  pill,”  said  Harry,  highly  offended. 

“And  how  about  the  other?”  inquired  Old  King  Brady, 
in  a  low  voice. 

“They  are  a  pair  of  birds,  Governor.” 

“There  is  little  to  choose  between  them,  I  fancy,  but  Cap¬ 
tain  Oswald  is  mlore  a  man  of  the  world,  and,  indeed,  a 
much  more  intelligent  person  than  the  doctor.” 

“Do  you  believe  his  story?” 

“Oh,  yes.  I  don’t  think  there  can  be  any  doubt  about 
its  truth.” 

“He  may  have  done  up  the  general  himself]” 

“He  never  would  have  strangled  him  with  a  cord,  Harry. 
That  is  absolutely  a  Hindoo  trick.” 

“I  don’t  know  as  I  blame  these  Hindoos  very  much  for 
wanting  to  get  back  the  money  and  jewels  stolen  from 
their  tribe.” 

“Nor  do  I.  Still,  we  have  absolutely  nothing  to  do  with 
that  side  of  the  matter.  #  We  are  working  for  the  Prince  of 
Wall  Street,  and  don’t  know  anyone  else.  If  we  find  the 
money  and  the  jewels  they  go  to  him.” 

“With  all  due  respect  to  you.  Governor,  I  think  it  was 
a  mistake  letting  Gorrcc  go.  You  ought  to  have  seen  him 
strike  at  Captain  Sims.” 

“I  know,  Harry.  All  the  same,  Captain  'Oswald  can’t 
afford  to  let  this  business  get  into  the  papers.  Tie  is  a 
man  altogether  too  much  talked  about  for  that.” 

“Well,  perhaps.  But  we  are  turning  in  here.  That  bi0, 
square  house  standing  on  the  bluff  must  be  the  place.” 

“1  judge  so.  The  rocks  are  certainly  black  enough 
along  here.” 

It  proved  to  be  the  destination  of  the  yacht. 

Tn  a  few  minutes  they  ran  up  alongside  a  little  pier. 

I  he  big  house  on  the  bill  was  all  lighted  up.  and  a 
groom  came  hurrying  down  some  steps  to  assist  with  fhe 
dress-suit  cases  and  other  things. 

“A  lonely  spot,”  remarked  Old  King  Brady.  “With  the 


exception  of  that  old  brick  building  over  there  on  the  op¬ 
posite  side  of  this  bay,  I  don’t  see  another  house  in  sight.” 

“I  suppose  it  just  suited  General  Nelson,”  replied  Harry. 

“Yes;  probably  he  had  other  reasons  for  living  alone, 
however.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  as  far  as  these  Hindoos  are 
concerned,  he  would  have  been  far  safer  in  a  first-class  New7 
York  hotel.” 

Captain  Oswald  now  joined  them,  and  the  detectives 
were  conducted  up  to  the  house. 

The  place  appeared  to  be  well  furnished  in  modern  style, 
and  the  Bradys  saw  that  there  must  have  been  a  good  deal 
of  money  spent  on  it  since  General  Nelson's  time. 

A  servant  now  took  them  in  charge  and  the  Bradys  were 
conducted  to  a  large  upper  chamber,  where  soon  after  sup¬ 
per  was  brought  them. 

It  was  not  until  nine  o’clock  that  the  prince  put  in  an  ap¬ 
pearance  with  Dr.  O’Dell. 

Both  men  had  been  drinking  freely. 

Captain  Oswald  was  noisy  and  insistent,  but  the  doctor 
had  little  to  say. 

“And  now,  gents,”  said  the  prince,  “we  want  you  to  get 
right  down  to  business,  for  we  have  to  leave  here  at  an 
early  hour  in  the  morning,  as  we  intend  returning  to  town 
on  the  yacht.” 

“We  are  all  ready,  and  have  been  waiting,”  replied  Old 
King  Brady. 

“You  are  being  paid  to  wait  on  our  convenience,”  said 
the  doctor  sneeringly.  “You  have  no  cause  to  complain  on 
that  score.” 

Harry  was  furious,  but  the  old  detective  motioned  to 
him  to  hold  his  tongue. 

“At  all  events,  we  are  ready  for  work  now,”  said  Old 
King  Brady,  blandly,  “and  the  first  thing  we  w^rd  like 
to  see  is  the  room  in  which  General  Nelson  died.” 

“You  are  in  it  now,”  replied  Captain  Oswald. 

“Indeed.  Then  we  will  postpone  our  investigations  here 
until  later.  I  suppose  we  are  to  sleep  here?” 

“Yes.” 

“We  will  take  it  in  last,  then.” 

“Do  you  want  to  go  over  the  house?” 

“  Yes.  It  will  be  necessary.” 

“You  had  better  begin  with  Mrs.  O’Dell’s  room,  then,” 
said  tlie  doctor.  “She  is  fatigued,  and  wishes  to  retire.” 

They  were  conducted  to  a  handsomely  furnished  chamber 
at  the  end  of  the  hall. 

Mrs.  O’Dell  admitted  them  in  response  to  her  husband's 
rap. 

The  detectives  sounded  the  walls,  and  made  a  casual  ex¬ 
amination  of  the  floor. 

“How  much  of  this  house  was  furnished  by  General 
Nelson?”  Old  King  Brady  asked. 

“Just  his  sleeping-room,  a  room  on  ihe  top  floor  for  the 
servant,  the  dining-room,  and  kitchen,"  was  the  replv. 

“Very  good.  1  see  nothing  here,"  said  Old  King  Brady, 
and  they  passed  on  to  other  rooms. 

In  this  way  more  than  an  hour  was  spent,  but  nothing 
came  of  it. 


“BARREL.” 
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Captain  Oswald  took  no  pains  to  conceal  his  disappoint¬ 


ment. 

“  1  feared  this,"  ho  said.  “I  have  gone  over  all  this 
ground  half  a  dozen  times.  There  is  nothing  to  be  done 
in  the  way  you  work.” 

“1  should  say  not,"  sneered  the  doctor.  “All  that  you 
fellows  have  done  1  could  do  myself.” 

“Then  perhaps  you  had  better  undertake  the  rest  <5f  it, 
Dr.  O'Dell,"  said  Old  King  Brady.  “II  we  are  to  handle 
this  mr  Ter  comments  are  unnecessary.” 

“No  insolence,  sir?  What  do  you  mean?” 

“Precisely  what  I  say.  We  were  engaged  by  Captain 
Oswald.  We  have  but  just  begun  our  work.” 

“  It  shall  be  just  as  you  say,”  put  in  the  captain,  hastily. 
“What  do  you  wish?” 

‘‘I  wish  Dr.  O'Dell  to  retire.  I  want  you  to  accompany 
us  to  our  room.” 

“Well,  upon  my  word!”  exclaimed  the  doctor.  “That's 
cool.  Am  I  to  be  insulted  in  my  own  house?” 

“Doctor,  leave  this  business  to  me,  I  beg!”  exclaimed  the 
captain,  hastily. 

He  led  the  way  to  the  chamber  assigned  to  the  detectives, 
and  closed  the  door. 

“You  must  not  mind  the  doctor,”  he  exclaimed,  as  soon 
as  he  found  himself  alone  with  the  Bradys.  “The  fact  is 
we  cracked  several  bottles  at  dinner.  It  always  makes 
O'Dell  a  bit  sarcastic.” 

*  “Hereafter  we  have  nothing  to  do  with  him,”  said  Old- 
King  Brady.  “We  are  here  solely  in  your  interest,  Captain 
Oswald,  “and  I  will  now  inform  you  that  I  have  already 
discovered  what  will  probably  prove  to  be  what  we  are 
looking  for.” 

“What!”  cried  the  prince,  and  Harry  was  as  much  astom 
^^ashe  was,  for  Old  King  Brady  had  not  said  a  word 
about  it  before. 

“Yes,”  said  the  old  detective.  “There  is  a  secret  panel 
right  here  in  this  room.” 

“And  just  where  I  believed  it  would  be  found!”  exclaim¬ 
ed  the  captain.  “Show  it  to  me!” 

“To  you — yes;  but  not  to  Dr.  O'Dell,”  replied  Old  King 
Brady,  who  during  this  conversation  had  let  his  voice  drop 
to  a  whisper. 

“But  the  doctor  is  not  here,  man!  What’s  the  matter 
with  you?”  roared  the  prince. 

Before  he  said  it  Harry  got  from  the  old  detective  one 
of  those  secret  signs  which  the  Bradys  use  so  much  among 
themselves. 

That  sign  said  “Open  the  door  suddenly.” 

Harry,  who  was  standing  near  the  door,  did  open  it  sud¬ 
denly,  and  the  result  was  the  same  as  when  he  suddenly 
opened  the  door  of  Captain  Sims’  stateroom  on  the  yacht. 

There  was  Dr.  O’Dell  on  his  knees,  very  red  and  furious. 

He  scrambled  up,  muttering  something  about  trying  to 
tie  bis  shoe. 

Old  King  Brady  expected  an  outburst  from  the  prince, 
but  if,  did  not  come. 

“Well,  I’ll  be  going  now,  gents,”  said  Captain  Oswald, 


very  quietly.  Wish  you  success.  Hold  on,  doctor.  I’ll 
be  right  with  you.  We  may  as  well  adjourn  to  the  library 
and  have  a  smoke  and  a  little  chat  before  we  turn  in.” 

“Not  for  me,”  retorted  the  doctor  as  lie  hurried  off 
along  the  corridor.  “I’m  going  to  bed.” 

“Then  I  think  I  shall  do  the  same,”  replied  the  captain, 
yawning.  “Good-night!” 

Whether  the  doctor  responded  or  not  the  detectives  could 
not  tell. 

Harry  closed  the  door  and  broke  into  a  laugh. 

“How  sharp  your  ears  are,  Governor!”  he  exclaimed. 
“Why,  I  was  standing  close  to  the  door,  but  I  didn’t  hear 
him.” 

“Nor  I,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “Yet  it  was  simple 
enough.” 

“How  did  you  do  it?” 

“Look  at  the  keyhole.” 

“Well?” 

“You  see  the  light  from  the  hall  shining  through,  do  you 
not?” 

“I’m  not  sure.  Yes,  I  do  see  it.” 

“Very  well.  I  saw  it,  and  when  that  light  was  suddenly 
obscured  I  knew  that  there  was  something  doing.” 

“Simple,  as  you  say;  hut  what  about  this  discovery  of 
yours?” 

“Can’t  you  see  it?  I  caught  it  within  ten  minutes  of  our 
entering  this  room.” 

“Then  why  didn’t  you  say  something  about  it?” 

“Thought  I  would  wait  and  see  if  you  tumbled  to  it.” 

“Well,  and  what  is  it?  Where  is  it?” 

“Wait  a  minute,  Harry,  till  the  prince  returns.” 

“Think  he  will  be  back?” 

“I’m  sure  of  it,  and  that  before  long,  too.” 

He  had  scarcely  spoken  when  the  door  suddenly  opened, 
and  the  Man  with  the  Barrel  came  gliding  into  the  room. 

He  closed  the  door  gently,  and  hung  his  pocket  hand¬ 
kerchief  over  the  knob  so  as  to  conceal  the  keyhole,  then 
fastening  the  bolt. 

“Mr.  Brady,  you  are  a  wonderful  man,”  he  said  in  a 
whisper.  Instead  of  one  discovery  you  have  made  two.” 

“That  the  doctor  is  not  a  man  to  be  trusted,  as  von 
said  on  the  yacht.” 

“Exactly  so.” 

“You  were  right.” 

“Yes,  it  is  so.  The  matter  is  that  he  fears  I  shall  make 
off  with  the  treasure  in  case  it  is  found,  and  that  he  will 
not  get  his  share.” 

“How  much  have  you  promised  him?” 

“Half.” 

“I  suppose  you  could  do  no  less.” 

“I  was  at  his  mercy.” 

“Then  it  was  a  case  of  any  port  in  a  storm.” 

“Exactly.  But  now  about  this  oilier  discovery  of  yours?” 

“Examine  that  window,  Captain  Oswald,  and  see  if  you 
can’t  make  it  for  yourself.” 

“I’m  not  good  at  reading  riddles.  No,  1  see  nothing  pe¬ 
culiar  about  the  window.” 
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“Harry,  it  is  your  turn.  Excuse  me,  captain,  but  there 
is  plenty  of  time,  and  I  want  my  partner  to  learn.’’ 

“I  think  1  have  discovered  it  already,”  said  Harry, 
throwing  up  the  sash.  “To  begin  with,  this  bay  window  has 
been  recently  thrown  out  here.” 

“General  Nelson  had  that  done,”  said  the  prince.  “He 
liked  the  light  of  a  bay  window,”  he  said. 

“He  did,  eh?”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  “and  that  was 
not  his  reason.” 

“It  is  this  seat  in  the  window,”  said  Harry.  “It  works 
in  a  groove,  as  I  now  see,  but  didn’t  see  before.” 

“Exactly,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “Put  your  hand 
underneath.” 

Harry  did  so,  and  found  a  groove  into  which  all  his 
fingers  could  go.” 

“And  now  pull!”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

In  a  second  Harry  had  drawn  out  the  window  seat’, 
which  worked  easilv  in  its  grooves. 

An  opening  the  width  of  the  seat  was  now  revealed. 

It  appeared  to  lead  right  down  through  the  story  below. 

“Eureka!”  cried  Captain  Oswald.  “How  stupid  I  have 
been  never  to  think  of  that  before.” 

“It’s  there  and  I  hadn’t  even  opened  it,”  replied  Old 
•King  Brady.  “And  now,  my  dear  sir,  our  work  is  fairly 
begun.  Shall  we  proceed  to  investigate  further?” 

“Well,  I  should  say  so!”  cried  the  captain.  “Shall  I  go 
'down  first?” 

“As  you  will.  If  you  are  going  then  take  this  dark- 
lantern  with  you.” 

Captain  Oswald  accepted  the  lantern,  and  started  down 
the  ladder. 

The  Bradys  followed. 

It  was  impossible  to  replace  the  window  seat  as  Old  King 
Brady  would  have  liked  to  do,  so  he  had  to  let  it  lie. 


CHAPTEP  VIII. 


TREASURE  HUNTING  IN  THE  CAVE. 

The  ladder  extended  down  through  the  cellar  of  Black 
Pock  house  and  inio  what  appeared  to  be  a  sort  of  sub- 
cellar  beneath. 

And  here  the  Bradys  and  Captain  Oswald  gathered;  the 
old  detective  then  flashed  the  light  around. 

I  he  place  did  not  extend  under  the  whole  house:  it  was 
a  long,  narrow  opening,  and  so  low  that  Old  King  Brady 
could  not  stand  upright. 

“And  now  what?”  exclaimed  the  prince.  “T  never  dream¬ 
ed  of  the  existence  of  this  hole.  How  blind  T  have  beenf” 

“That  wooden  enclosure  in  the  cellar  which  you  told  me 
was  a  cold-air  box  conceals  the  ladder,”  said  Old  King 
Brady  quietly.  “I  thought  as  much  when  we  were  all 
there  with  the  doctor.  It  is  plain  enough  now.” 

“And  should  have  been  plain  enough  to  me  before.  T 
knew  that  workmen  were  busy  doing  something  in  ihe 


cellar.  That  was  right  away  after  the  general  located 
here.  He  told  me  that  they  were  building  a  ventilator  to 
counteract  gas  from  the  heater  he  put  in.  I  never  took  the 
trouble  to  investigate.” 

“They  were'  undoubtedly  hollowing  out  this  place.’’ 

“But  why  should  the  general  go  to  all  that  trouble?” 

“That  will  develop  as  we  proceed.  In  the  light  of  what  i 
you  told  me  it  seems  very  plain.” 

“But  how?”  *  | 

“General  Nelson  lived  in  constant  fear  of  a  visit  from 
these  Hindoos.” 

“He  undoubtedly  did.” 

“He  kept  his'  yacht  always  anchored  in  the  hay  here.” 

“  Always;  and  a  boat  ready  at  the  landing  to  take  him  out 


to  it.” 

“Then  let  me  tell  you  that  the  boat  was  probably  a  bluff, 
that  this  secret  passage — for  it  is  nothing  more — will  lead 
us  to  a  cave  where  there  was  another  boat  kept,  by  the  aid 
of  which  the  general  hoped  to  he  able  to  reach  the  yacht 
unseen  in  case  the  Hindoos  came.” 

“I  believe  you,”  said  the  prince.  “He  was  a  most  mys¬ 
terious  man;  no  one  could  really  get  next  to  him.” 

“You  seem  to  have  done  it,  then.” 

“I  fancy  I  got  as  close  as  anyone,  hut  that  cuts  no  ice. 
Let  us  see  about  the  way  out  of  this  place.” 

“I  have  already  found  it!” 'called  Harry. 

He  had  been  pushing  about  here  and  there  with  his  dark- 
lantern. 

Now  he  pulled  away  an  irregular  shaped  stone,  which  lay 
in  one  corner,  and  an  opening  large  enough  to  crawl  through 
was  revealed. 

“There  you  are,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “That’s  the 
road  to  the  general’s  cave.” 

“Then  the  quicker  we  travel  it  the  better.”  excnmn^T* 
the  prince. 

“Nqt  at  all.  Let  us  exhaust  our  ground  as  we  advance. 
Every  inch  of  it  must  he  examined.  But  first  of  all  we 
want  to  prevent  being  spied  upon  by  Dr.  O’Dell.” 

“And  he  will  try  it;  hut  T  left  the  room  door  locked.” 

“He  can  easily  get  in  at  the  window  from  the  window 
of  the  next  room — T  could.” 

“What  do  you  propose?” 
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You  see  that  this  ladder  Here  is  not  connected  with  the 


one  above,  hut  is  hung  upon  two  strong  staples  hv  means 
of  hooks.  We’ll  take  it  off.” 

Old  King  Brady  lifted  down  the  ladder. 

“Ha!  As  X  thought!”  he  breathed.  “There  is  someone 
on  the  ladder  above  now!” 

The  prince  gave  a  smothered  exclamation,  and  would 
have  pushed  in  front  of  the  detective. 

“Hush!  Keep  quiet,”  said  Old  King  Bradv.  “T.et  us 
see  what  he  will  do.  Harry,  shut  off  that  light.” 

Eor  a  few  minutes  they  stood  in  the  dark,  listening. 

Then  the  sound  of  someone  descending  the  ladder  as 
qnietlv  as  possible  was  hoard. 

The  person  came  on  cautiously,  and  a  light  struck  down 
into  ihe  vault. 
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In  a  moment  a  pair  of  legs  came  into  view  at  the  end  of 
the  ladder  above,  and  a  foot  groped  for  something  to  stand 
on.  •  * 

“Beg  pardon.  Dr.  O’Dell,  but  we  are  busy  here,  and  don't 
want  any  help!”  Old  King  Brady  suddenly  called  out,  and 
at  the  same  time  Harry  turned  his  dark-lantern  slide. 

“You  have  taken  a  ladder  away  from  here — put  it  back!” 
called  the  doctor’s  voice. 

“We  shall  not  put  it  back.” 

“This  is  my  house.  I  order  it.” 

“We  shall  not  do  it.  We  are  working  for  Captain  Os¬ 
wald,  not  for  you.” 

“'Captain  Oswald  is  with  you.” 

“So  you  say.  We  have  nothing  to  do  with  you,  Dr. 
O'Dell.  Unless  you  want  to  get  into  trouble  go  back  and 
attend  to  your  own  affairs.” 

To  the  surprise  of  all  the  doctor  made  no  answer  to  this, 
but  returned  up  the  ladder  and  was  heard  no  more. 

“It  beats  all!”  breathed  the  captain.  “I  never  should 
have  imagined  he  would  go  so  far.” 

"You  never  had  a  similar  experience  with  this  man?” 
No.  He  is  right  in  a  way,  too.  I  never  intended  to  cut 
him  out  of  this,'  but  when  I  caught  him  listening  at  the 
keyhole  it  was  a  little  too  much  for  me.” 

“Do  you  intend  to  give  him  half  of  whatever  is  recov¬ 
ered?” 


a  ■ 


“Such  was  my  agreement,  Mr.  Brady.  I  am  a  man  of  my 
word.” 

“Then  let  him  alone.  If  he  suceeds  in  joining  us  we 
won’t  try  to  fight  him  off  again.” 

“I  don’t  very  well  see  how  we  can.  It  is  his  house,  as 
he  savs^  All  the  same  I  am  not  going  to  stand  forvany  such 
this.” 

Old  King  Brady  dropped  the  subject  then. 

It  was  just  as  well,  for  nothing  more  was  heard  of  the 
doctor  in  the  investigations  which  followed. 

Harry  was  the  first  to  crawl  through  the  secret  passage 
concealed  by  the  stone. 

This  he  did  after  a  thorough  examination  of  the  vault 
had  been  made  which  revealed  nothing. 

The  passage  was  only  a  few  yards  in  length. 

Evidently  it  was  artificial,  having  been  cut  through  the 
ledge. 

Now  they  found  themselves  in  a  small,  irregularly  shaped 
natural 'cave. 

In  the  distance  the  lapping  of  water  could  be  heard,  and 
the  air  had  a  salty  smell. 

“Just  as  you  said,  Mr.  Brady!”  exclaimed  the  prince. 
“We  are  under  the  rocks  near  the  end  of  the  point.  lres, 
there  is  the  boat.  This  was  the  way  the  general  intended 
to  escape,  but  be  never  got  the  chance.” 

“And  yet  be  must  have  let  his  murderer  into  the  house 
of  his  own  free  will,  and  drank  with  him  in  his  private 
room”  said  Harry,  “for  two  glasses  were  found  on  the 
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table.” 


“Jr  <\(m> t  follow  that  there  was  anyone  with  him,  and  f 
r/v.'  r  U!i“  ed  it,”  replied  the  prince.  “The  general  was 


I  a  heavy  drinker  at  all  times,  and  he  liked  to  mix  his 
j  liquor.  He  would  drink  Bourbon  whisky  and  then  turn 
down  Scotch  whisky  on  top  of  it.  It  was  a  fad  of  his  to  use 
a  different  glass  for  each  kind.  The  papers  and  the  detec¬ 
tives  made  a  lot  out  of  those  two  glasses,  but  I  never  be¬ 
lieved  that  there  was  anyone  with  him  that  night.” 

“Let  us  explore  tile  cave,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “The 
doctor  does  not  seem  to  be  coming.  I  guess  he  has  given 
it  up  as  a  bad  job.” 

The  examination  of  the  cave  was  a  long  and  tedious 
job. 

At  first  the  Bradys  and  Captain  Oswald  took  the  boat  and 
pulled  out  into  the  bay. 

The  passage  was  so  narrow  that  there  was  just  room  for 
the  boat  to  pass.  It  had  evidently  been  enlarged  for  this 
purpose,  the  marks  of  the  stone-cutters’  chisels  being  plain¬ 
ly  visible  on  one  side. 

It  was  so  low  that  they  had  to  bend  almost  double  while 
passing  under  the  rocks. 

Once  outside  they  found  themselves  about  three  hundred 
yards  away  from  the  yacht. 

Overhead  the  ledge  rose  abruptly  to  a  height  of  about 
forty  feet. 

There  was  a  projection  immediately  over  the  entrance  of 
the  cave,  and  resting  upon  it  was  a  large  rock,  so  nicely  bal¬ 
anced  at  the  very  edge  of  the  projection  that  a  persoh  could 
easily  push  it  over  into  the  shallow  water,  where  it  would 
block  the  entrance  to  the  cave. 

That  this  rock  had  been  put  in  position  by  General  Nel¬ 
son’s  orders  there  could  he  hardly  a  doubt. 

All  these  things  having  been  looked  into,  the  Bradys  and 
the  prince  returned  to  the  cave. 

The  big  house  was  now  dark,  and  only  the  night  signals 
displayed  on  the  yacht. 

Now  the  work  of  searching  the  cave  for  the  hidden  trea¬ 
sure  began. 

! 

As  the  water  scarcely  penetrated  beyond  the  length  of  the 
boat,  almost  the  entire  floor  of  the  cave  had  to  he  gone 
over,  and  there  were  the  walls  to  he  examined  besides. 

This  took  much  time,  and  the  night  was  far  spent  when 
at  last  the  Bradys  reluctantly  gave  up  the  search  and  an¬ 
nounced  themselves  beaten. 

“It  may  he  here,  captain,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “but  if 
it  is  we  can’t  find  it,  I  am  sorry  to  say.  If  you  care  to 
continue  this  thing  we  can  go  all  over  it  again  in  the  morn* 
ing.  Some  daylight  mufC  find  its  way  in  here,  and  it  will 
be  a  little  easier  then.” 

Instead  of  the  kick  that  they  bad  expected  the  prince  sur¬ 
prised  the  Bradys  then. 

“Gentlemen,”  be  said,  “you  have  owned  yourselves  beat¬ 
en,  and  yet  I  believe  the  treasure  to  be  bidden  in  this  cave. 
Tn  the  same  connection  1  wish  to  say  that  I  never  in  my  life 
saw  such  a  thorough  piece  of  work  as  this  search  has  been. 
Tf  we  have  failed,  then  T  fail  to  see  bow  anyone  else  can 
hope  to  succeed.” 

“Thank  you,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “But,  my  dear  sir, 
we  don’t  give  this  thing  up  yet.  Before  we  leave  here  let 
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us  think  a  minute.  We  have  seen  so  many  evidences  of 
General  Nelson's  ingenuity  and  slyness,  don't  you  think 
there  is  a  possibility  that  this  thing  is  all  bluff,  and  that 
the  general  never  hid  his  wealth  here  at  all,  but  had  it 
secretly  deposited  somewhere  in  Boston,  Providence,  Port¬ 
land,  or  some  other  place  to  which  he  used  to  go  in  his 
yacht?" 

“There  is  that  chance,  certainly.” 

“And  that  all  these  preparations  merely  mean  that  he 
was  expecting  to  have  to  leave  the  house  suddenly  and 
secretly?" 

“I  say  again,  there  is  that  chance.  Still,  I  believe  that 

he  never  let  his  treasure  go  beyond  his  reach.” 

\ 

“Well,  then,  we  can  only  search  again.  We  can  pretend 
to  leave  here  in  the  morning,  but  we  will  secretly  return 
and  enter  the  cave  from  the  water.  You  settle  your  quar¬ 
rels  with  Dr.  O'Dell  as  best  you  can,  and — hist!  Out  with 
the  light,  Harry.  1  hear  the  sound  of  oars  outside.” 

Harry  shut  off  the  dark-lantern  on  the  instant. 

“Step  in  here,”  breathed  Old  King  Brady.  “It  is  prob¬ 
ably  the  doctor,  but  we  want  to  know  before  we  show  our¬ 
selves.” 

Thus  saying,  Old  King  Brady  drew  his  companions  into 
a  sort  of  niche  in  the  rocky  wall. 

“I  can  hear  nothing  whatever?”  whispered  Captain  Os¬ 
wald.  “Can  you,  Harry?” 

“I  confess  that  I  can’t,”  replied  Young  King  Brady. 
“But  then  the  Governor’s  ears  are  sharper  than  mine.” 

“Listen!”  breathed  Old  King  Brady.  “Surely  you  must 
hear  it!  Muffled  oars  outside!” 

“The  tide  is  rising.  It  is  the  water  lapping  against  the 
rocks  that  you  hear.” 

“No,  no!  You  will  both  hear  soon.  I  cannot  be  mis¬ 
taken  in  this.” 

» 

“I  hear  now,  Governor!”  said  Harry.  “Yes,  there  is 


someone  coming,  sure. 

U  ' 


I  give  up,”  breathed  the  Prince.  “I  hear  it,  too.” 

“If  It  proves  to  be  the  doctor  you  tackle  him,”  said  Old 
King  Brady.  “Keep  your  temper  now.  Tell  him  that  it 
has  all  proved  a  failure,  and  that  we  have  given  it  up.” 

The  sound  of  muffled  oars  was  plain  enough  now. 

In  a  moment  it  suddenly  ceased. 

An  interval  of  silence  followed,  and  then  suddenly  a  light 
flashed  into  the  cave,  and  they  caught  the  sound  of  voices 
talking  in  low  tones.” 

“It  it  is  the  doctor  then  he  is  not  alone!”  whispered  Cap¬ 
tain  Oswald. 

“Hist!  Hist!”  breathed  Old  King  Brady.  “They  are 
falking  in  some  foreign  language.  It  is  of  the  highest  im¬ 
portance  that  you  should  hear.” 

They  listened,  and  suddenly  the  prince  clutched  Old 
King  Brady’s  arm. 

“You  are  right!"  he  whispered.  “They  are  speaking  in 
a  dialect  of  Hindustanee!” 

“Ah!”  ^ 

“Yes!  I  bey  have'conie!” 

“Not  a  sound!  Listen!" 


The  talking  kept  up  for  a  few  minutes,  and  in  the 
meantime  the  light  was  being  flashed  about. 

Suddenly  it  was  withdrawn,  and  then  in  a  minute  flashed 
up  again,  and  the  Bradys  saw  a  boat  come  gliding  into  the 
cave. 

In  it  were  three  men  and  one  woman  now  plainly  to  be 
seen  by  the  light  of  a  powerful  reflecting  lantern. 

And  this  light  reflected  upon  something  else  than  the 
rocky  wall  of  the  cave. 

The  Bradys  caught  the  glitter  of  diamonds,  and  as  the 
boat  came  on  from  under  the  rocks  they  saw  that  the  woman 
and  two  of  the  men  were  dark — one  with  diamonds  in  his 
ears  almost  as  black  as  a  negro. 

The  other  dark  man  Harry  instantly  recognized  as  Gor- 
ree,  the  discharged  steward  of  the  Neander,  while  the 
third,  who  was  white,  all  saw  was  the  man  with  the  scar 
on  his  face. 

Evidently  here  was  a  prospect  of  hot  times  ahead,  for  the 
enemy  had  come. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


THE  BRADYS  BALKED. 


The  effect  of  the  sudden  arrival  of  the  Hindoos  upon  the 
Prince  of  Wall  Street  was  most  marked. 

The  hand  which  clutched  Old  King  Brady’s  arm  trem¬ 
bled. 

“We  ought  to  be  out  of  this!”  he  breathed  in  the  detec¬ 
tive’s  ear.  “You  don’t  know  the  power  of  their  kind.” 

“Hush!  Not  a  sound!”  replied  Old  King  Brad^  “^e 
will  see  this  thing  through.” 

The  party  now  climbed  out  on  the  rocks  and  pushing 
the  other  boat  aside,  made  their  own  fast. 

The  Bradys  stood  with  their  revolvers  ready  for  instant 
use. 

Why  had  these  people  come  here  unless  they  had  some 
knowledge  of  the  hidden  treasure? 

And  vet  how  could  that  knowledge  have  been  obtained? 

These  were  the  questions  which  the  old  detective  was 
asking  himself  then. 

Nor  can  it  he  said  that  what  followed  threw  much  light 
on  flic  subject,  peculiar  as  it  proved  to  he. 

It  was  flic  white  man,  who  was  certainly  Captain  Hcintz- 
man,  as  the  prince  whispered  in  Old  King  Brady’s  ear,  who 
seemed  to  take  the  lead. 

He  flashed  the  lantern  all  around  the  cave,  and  took  a 
general  survey  at  the  start. 

The  others  did  nothing.  The  two  men  stood  like  statues: 
the  woman’s  eyes  were  turned  toward  the  ground,  and  she 
did  not  even  raise  her  head. 

For  the  moment  the  deteetives  thought  that  Captain 
Heintzmnn  was  going  to  explore  the  cave,  and  they  prepared 
for  business. 

Tin’s,  however,  the  searved-faecd  man  did  not  do. 
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Seemingly  satisfied  with  what  he  had  seen,  he  turned  to 
the  diamond-eared  Hindoo  and  talked  rapidly  in  a  strange 

tongue. 

The  other  answered,  Gorree  occasionally  chiming  in,  but 
the  woman  never  changed  her  position  once,  nor  uttered 

a  word. 

They  spoke  out  loud,  and  seemed  to  feel  no  restraint.  It 
was  evident  that  they  never  dreamed  that  they  were  being 

watched . 

“Can  you  understand  what  they  are  saying?”  Old  King 
Brady  asked  with  his  mouth  close  to  the  prince’s  ear,  and 
the  answer  was  that  he  could  not. 

Now  in  a  moment  the  scene  changed. 

The  diamond-eared  man  got  busy. 

Seizing  the  woman  roughly  by  the  arm  he  slightly  shook 
her,  and  pushing  her  back  against  the  wall,  raised  her 
arms  to  their  full  length  above  her  head,  which  he  pushed 
back  until  it  rested  against  the  wall. 

“Hypnotized!”  thought  Old  King  Brady,  as  the  man 
began  making  passes  before  the  woman’s  face. 

And  Harry  understood,  of  course,  but  whether  the  prince 
did  or  not  it  was  impossible  to  tell.  All  were  breathlessly 
watching  now. 

In  a  moment  the  questioning  began. 

The  questions  were  put  in  a  lower  tone  than  had  been 
previously  used.  The  Bradys  could  not  make  out  a  word. 

The  woman’s  answers  were  brief,  and  the  questions  were 
long  in  some  instances. 

Captain  Heintzman  and  Gorree  stood  by  silently  watch¬ 
ing. 

At  last  the  woman  suddenly  dropped  her  arms,  and  start¬ 
ed  along  the  cave. 

i  She  want  but  a  few  feet,  pausing  in  front  of  a  big  stone, 
fr^rhfTay  near  the  water’s  edge. 

Towards  this  she  pointed.  Then  her  head  dropped,  and 
she  resumed  her  old  position  again. 

The  captain  and  Gorree  at  once  tackled  the  stone  and 
rolled  it  over. 

That  was  the  time  the  Bradys  were  inwardly  kicking 
themselves  for  not  having  done  the  same  thing. 

A  few  seconds  later  and  they  had  reason  to  regret  it  still 
more  deeply,  for  the  diamond-eared  man,  stooping  down, 
raised  up  again,  holding  a  good-sized  oblong  box  in  his 
band. 

“Heavens!  They  have  found  the  treasure!”  breathed 
1‘aptain  Oswald.  “Surely  it  is  time  to  act!” 

Tt  was,  and  Old  King  Brady  was  ready. 

Suddenly  be  sprang  from  bis  concealment,  and  with 
Harry  at  bis  heels,  made  a  rush  for  tbe  Hindoos. 

“Hold  there!”  be  shouted.  “We  have  you  covered. 
Drop  that  box!” 

Tn  spite  of  their  surprise,  which  must  have  been  great, 
H-e  Hindoos  and  Captain  Heintzman  were  quick  to  act. 

Instantly  they  sprang  into  the  boat,  pulling  the  woman 
after  them,  and  at  the  same  time  shutting  off  the  light. 

Although  it  was  a  shot  at  random,  Old  King  Brady  fired. 

Harry  whipped  out  hh  dark-lantern,  and  fired,  loo. 


“After  them!”  cried  the  old  detective.  “They  must  nof 
?ape!” 

Nor  would  they  have  done  so,  perhaps,  but  for  an  acci¬ 
dent. 

The  floor  of  the  cave  was  very  rough. 

Right  alongside  of  where  they  had  been  standing  was  a 
gully  perhaps  three  feet  deep,  the  bottom  covered  with 
stones. 

Into  this  Old  King  Brady  unfortunately  slipped. 

Captain  Oswald  tried  to  grab  him,  and  was-  pulled  down 
by  the  detective’s  fall. 

This  was  a  moment  of  advantage  for  the  enemy,  and  they 
made  the  most  of  it. 

Quick  as  lightning  they  pulled  their  boat  out  of  the 
cave.  ’  / 

“Heavens!  I  have  sprained  my  ankle!”  groaned  the 
prince.  “I’m  down  and  out  now!” 

“Follow  them,  Harry!  Take  the  other  boat!”  cried  Old 
King  Brady.  “I  will  look  to  this  man!” 

Young  King  Brady  paused  only  to  set  down  the  dark- 
lantern,  and  then  made  for  the  . boat. 

Springing  in,  he  threw  out  the  oars,  bent  his  head,  and’ 
pulled  from  under  the  rocks. 

He  was  not  yet  quite  clear  of  the  cliffs  when-  down  came 
the  big  rock  from  above,  crashing  upon  the  boat. 

It  wrecked  it  completely  and  narrowly  missed  Young 
King  Brady’s  head. 

The  next  thing  Harry  knew  someone  had  seized  him  by 
the  hair,  and  was  dragging  him  into  a  boat. 

Tt  was  Gorree! 

The  steward’s  ugly  face  was  pressed  close  to  his  own. 

“Now  I  keel!”  he  hissed.  “Ha,  ha!  Now  I  gets  ze  re¬ 
venge!” 

He  struck  Harry  a  fearful  blow  in  the  face  which  sent 
him  back  in  the  boat  against  the  woman. 

At  the  same  instant  Captain  Heintzman  came  running 
down  the  rocks. 

He  plunged  into  the  shallow  water  and  waded  to  the 
boat. 

“Don’t  kill  him  now,  Gorree!”  he  called  in  a  low  voice. 
“We  must  leave  no  trace  behind  us.  We.  will  stick  him  and 
throw  him  overboard  when  we  get  out  to  the  tug.” 

All  this  Harry  heard,  but  following  the  Bradys’  rule  of 
complete  inaction  at  a  time  like  this,  he  lay  as  though 
unconscious  all  in  a  heap  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat. 

Gorree’s  answer  was  in  his  own  language,  and  nothing 
else  was  spoken  after  that. 

The  steward  bent  over  Harry,  and  roughly  turned  up 
his  bleeding  face,  for  the  blow  had  cut  the  young  detec¬ 
tive’s  forehead  between  the  eyes. 

Harry  did  not  open  his  eyes. 

He  was  playing  possum,  and  no  one  can  do  it  better. 

The  man  with  the  diamond  ear-rings  sat  holding  the 
box  on  the  forward  seat. 

Harry  could  have  reached  out  his  hands  and  touched  it. 

The  box  was  a  peculiar  looking  affair  made  of  some  sort 
of  carved  wood. 
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It  Imd  not  been  opened,  and  no  one  made  any  attempt 
to  open  it. 

Captain  Heintzman  crowding  in,  seized  an  oar  and  he’ 
and  Gorree  pulled  around  Black  Bock  Point. 

Harry,  taking  in  everything  out  of  the  corner  of  his  eye, 
observed  that  they  kept  as  well  inshore  as  possible,  and 
seemed  to  be  trying  to  avoid  attracting  any  attention  from 
Bie  yacht. 

And  as  they  proceeded  Young  King  Brady  observed  other 

things.  '  1 

The  man  with  the  diamond  ear-rings  spoke  to  Captain 
Heintzman. 

The  captain  paused  in  his  rowing  to  salute  him  before 
making  reply,  and  a  moment  later  Gorree  did  the  same. 

The  woman,  who  was  dressed  entirely  in  black,  never 
opened  her  mouth. 

Her  eyes  remained  partially*  closed,  and  she  kept  winking 
constant  lv. 

*  j 

Harry  had  observed  the  same  thing  before  with  hypno¬ 
tized  people. 

That  this  woman  was  hypnotized  and  had  been  before 
she  was  brought  into  the  cave  Young  King  Brady  never 
doubted. 

Was  it  entirely  through  her  subconsciousness  that  the  box 
had  been  discovered? 


Was  it  not  more  probable  that  Gorree  in  some  way  knew 
of  the  existence  of  the  cave? 

Young  King  Brady  as  he  lay  there  felt  that  he  could 


he  is  this  job  comes  higher.  I  don’t  stand  for  murder— 
I  told  you  that  at  the  start.” 

“lie  is  not  dead,  and  we  don't  propose  to  kill  him,”  re¬ 
plied  Captain  Heintzman  blandly.  “It  was  an  accident.  In 
fact,  my  friend  here  saved  the  young  man’s  life. 

“Well,  lift  him  up.  I’ll  lend  you  a  hand,”  said  the  cap¬ 
tain  gruffly.  “This  is  going  to  get  us  into  trouble  surest 

thing.” 

Gorree  lent  a  hand  then,  and  Young  King  Brady  was 
lifted  head  and  feet. 

Gorree  had  the  feet,  and  before  he  knew  what  had  struck 
him  Gorree  got  it  in  the  stomach,  for  Young  King  Brady 
kicked  out  for  all  he  wTas  worth. 

With  a  groan  Gorree  went  over  backward  into  the  water 


then. 

u 


well  believe  that  the  steward  was  General  Kelson’s  mur¬ 
derer. 


Save  him!”  shouted  the  diamond  ear-ring  man,  speaking 
English  for  the  first  time.  “He  cannot  swim!” 

But  Captain  Heintzman  was  in  no  shape  to  do  anything. 

Harry  had  twisted  himself  free,  and  was  on  his  feet  in 
an  instant. 

That  was  the  time  the  captain  got  his  dose. 

Straight  between  the  eyes  Harry  gave  it  to  him,  and 
down  went  the  captain  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat,  while 
Harry  dove  deep,  rose  at  some  distance,  and  struck  out 
for  the  shore. 

He  expected  a  shot  as  much  as  he  ever  expected  any¬ 
thing  in  his  life,  but  none1  came. 

Looking  back,  he  saw  the  tug  captain  and  Heintzman  in 
the  act  of  pulling  Gorree  out  of  the  water. 

A  moment  later  and  Harry  crawled  out  all  dripping  upon 
the  rocks.  <• 


But  these  were  questions  to  which  Harry  was  to  get  no 
answer  then. 

Now,  as  Harry  again  looked  out  of  the  corner  of  his  eye  a 
tug  lying  just  off  the  rocks  became  visible. 

It  was  to  this  tug  that  the  boat  was  bound,  of  course. 

Once  on  board  Young  King  Brady  felt  that  the  chances 
of  his  escape  were  slim. 

“They  will  surely  take  me  out  last  if  they  attempt  to  take 
me  out  at  all,”  lie  thought.  “I  must  do  some  quick  work, 
and  1  think  I  shall  succeed  in  giving  them  the  slip.” 

they  drew  up  alongside  the  tug,  and  a  roughly  dressed 
man  threw  them  a  line,  which  Captain  Heintzman  made 
fast. 

“The  prince  goes  first!”  said  the  captain.  “Lend  him  a 
hand!” 

The  man  with  the  diamond  ear-rings  arose  and  was  as¬ 
sisted  on  board  the  tug. 

He  turned,  snapped  his  fingers  at  the  woman,  and  said 
something  in  his  own  tongue. 

Immediately  the  woman  got  up  and  climbed  aboard  the 
tug  herself,  paying  no  attention  to  the  man’s  efforts  to  assist 
her. 

“Captain,”  said  the  scar-faced  man  then,  “we  have  got 
a  prisoner  here.  He  is  unconscious.  We  want  to  get  him 
aboard.” 

“Is  he  dead?”  demanded  the  tug  captain.  “Because  if 


“Oh,  what  a  mess  of  it  I  have  made!”  he  panted.  “Still, 
I  can’t  really  say  that  I  think  it  was  my  fault.” 

Fie  stood  up  and  looked  at  the  tug. 

All  were  on  board  now,  and  the  tug  captain  was  making 
the  boat  fast  astern. 

Ko  one  appeared  to  be  paying  any  attention  to  him. 

A  moment  later  and  all  hands  except  the  tug  captain 
passed  into  the  cabin.  He  pushed  on  to  the  pilot-house, 
entered,  rang  his  bell,  and  the  tug  started  up  the  Sound. 

“That  settles  the  treasure,”  thought  Harry.  “This  is 
ihc  time  the  Bradys  get  left,  surest  thing.  Well,  it  can’t  be 
he]  ped!” 

1  te  climbed  the  rocks,  and  was  just  starting  for  the  House 
when  he  saw  hurrying  toward  him  a  man. 

1  ncertain  whether  he  had  to  deal  with  friend  or  foe, 
Barry ^Irew  his  revolver,  but  in  a  moment  lie  put  it  up 
again,  for  he  saw  that  it  was  Old  King  Brady. 

Knocked  out.  Governor!”  he  called,  running  forward. 
“There  they  go!” 


“They  had  von?” 
out  of  breath. 


panted  Old  King  Bradv. 


who  was  all 


“Indeed  they  did!  One  of  them,  at  least,  got  something 
to  remember  me  by,  and  that  was  Gorree.  T  gave  him  a  dig 
in  the  ribs  that  he  is  not  likely  to  forget*” 

“But  they  all  go— no  one  knocked  out?” 

“All  go,  and  it  i?  Ihc  last  wo  shall  see  of  thony  too.” 
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“Em  afraid  so.  It  looks  that  way.” 

“Are  von  so  very  sorry?" 

“Harry,  as  a  matter  of  fact.  I  don’t  care  a  button,  except 
far  a>  our  reputation  is  concerned.  That  Captain  Oswald 
is  a  scoundrel,  and  blackmailed  General  Nelson  out  of  his 
money  I  have  never  doubted.  The  smallpox  and  gratitude 
story  don't  go  down." 

“Then  you  propose  to  give  up?” 
k  “Not  I!  We  must  follow  that  tug!  What  are  these  mur¬ 
dering  foreigners  to  us?  Less  even  than  the  Man  with  the 
Barrel,  and  his  friend  the  drunken  doctor.  No;  we  will 
see  it  through.” 


CHAPTER.  X. 

CHASING  THE  TUG. 

“What  did  you  do  with  the  Prince  of  Wall  Street?"  asked 
Harry,  as  the  Bradys  hurried  toward  the  house. 

“Oh.  I  left  him  in  his  room.  He  was  not  so  badly  hurt 
but  he  could  climb  the  ladders.  It  is  understood  that  we 
are  to  follow  that  tug.” 

“Oh.  you  saw  the  tug,  then?" 

“Yes,  from  the  window.  I  also  saw  that  they  had  you  a 
prisoner,  so  I  hurried  down  here  to  see  what  the  end  of  it  all 
was.  There’s  the  doctor  now!” 

,  They  had  just  come  around  to  the  front  of  the  house,  and 
Dr.  O’Dell  was  descending  the  steps. 

“Gentlemen,”  he  said,  speaking  more  affably  than  at  any 
time  yet,  “Captain  Oswald  has  just  told  me  what  has  hap¬ 
pened.  We  must  let  by-gones  be  by-gones,  and  pull  to- 
^^ri^SLj/f'ome,  what  do  you  sav?" 

“Yes,  to  that,”  replied  Old  Iving  Brady.  “Fair  and 
civil  treatment  is  all  we  want,  Dr.  O’Dell.  There  will  be 
no  further  trouble  if  you  give  us  that.” 

“I  had  been  drinking  too  much,  as  T  now  admit,”  said 
the  doctor.  “But  we  must  act  in  a  hurry.  Will  one  of 
you  pull  off  ?o  the  yacht  and  tell  them  that  we  are  coming 
aboard  ?” 

“I’ll  do  that,”  replied  Harry. 

“But  you  are  all  wet.  You  need  dry  clothes.” 

“Never  mind  that.” 

“T  will  bring  you  off  a  suit.  The  Neander  is  a  very  fast 
craft.  We  can  easily  overhaul  that  tug.  Were  there  many 

men  aboard?” 

“I  only  saw  one  besides  the  Hindoo  party,”  replied  Har¬ 

ry. 

“Probably  thev  are  short-handed.  We  shall  be  able  to 
capture  them  with  your  help.” 

Harry  now  hurried  down  to  the  little  pier,  and  pulled  off 

in  the  boat. 

“I  must  go  to  Captain  Oswald,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“No  need;  be  will  be  right  down,”  replied  the  doctor, 
“a.vl  ?.o  will  the  rest  of  the  party.” 


“Surely  you  don’t  mean  to  take  the  ladies  with  you!” 
exclaimed  Old  King  Brady. 

“()h,  yes.  My  wife  loves  excitement;  this  sort  of  thing 
will  just  suit  her.” 

“1  protest  against  it.” 

“Oh,  that  will  be  all  right.  Don’t  distress  yourself,”  said 
the  doctor,  and  lie  popped  into  the  house. 

Old  King  Brady  followed,  to  meet  Captain  Oswald  at  the 
foot  of  the  stairs. 

“Well!”  he  exclaimed.  “How  are  yon  feeling  now?” 

“Much  better.  It  is  only  a  twist.  What  about  Harry?” 

“He  managed  to  get  away.  There  he  goes  off  to  the 
yacht.” 

“Good!  It  was  a  bad  job  though,  Brady.” 

“That’s  true.  The  pushing  down  of  the  stone  fixed  us. 
Only  for  that  we  might  have  had  a  show.” 

“That  and  my  tumble.” 

“My  tumble,  you  mean.  It  is  not  often  I  make  such  a 
clumsy  move.  But  what  about  the  ladies  and  Lieutenant 
What’s-his-name  going  with  us?” 

“Can't  be  helped,  Brady.  O’Dell  is  determined.” 

“But  it’s  your  yacht  and  your  business.” 

“Still  it  has  to  be.  Pshaw,  man!  I  throw  myself  on 
your  mercy.  I  have  not  paid  him  his  loan.  I  am  up 
against  it  and  have  to  yield.’’ 

Old  King  Brady  turned  away  disgusted. 

“This  man  is  a  mere  trickster,”  lie  thought.  “That  Dr. 
O’Dell  is  another  makes  it  none  the  better  for  me.  I  have 
a  great  mind  to  throw  up  the  sponge.” 

But  professional  pride  prevented  Old  King  Brady  from 
doing  that. 

As  he  stood  thinking  he  resolved  to  stick. 

Meanwhile  Captain  Oswald  was  rattling  away. 

“  Of  course,  I  intend  to  square  with  him  at  once,”  he  said, 
“and,  thank  heaven,  I've  got  the  means  of  doing  it.  I  shall 
square  up  as  soon  as  I  strike  New  York  again,  which  may 
not  be  to-morrow,  the  way  things  are  looking  now.  By  the 
way,  Brady,  I  suppose  you  are  wondering  what  all  that’  we 
saw  in  the  cave  meant?” 

“I  think  I  know  an  exhibition  of  hypnotism  when  I  see 
one,”  replied  the  detective,  coldly. 

“Yes,  but  it  is  not  everyone  who  would  understand.  I 
have  seen  wonderful  things  done  in  that  line  in  India.  You 
would  he  so  interested  if  1  had  time  to  tell  you.  But  here 
they  come.” 

Morning  was  just,  dawning  as  Dr.  O'Dell  and  his  wife 
came  out  upon  the  piazza. 

Following  close  behind  them  was  Lieutenant  Timson,  and 
in  a  minute  Ethel  Brandon  came  hurrying  downstairs. 

“But  this  is  beastly  early,  don’t  you  know?"  drawled  the 
lieutenant  with  an  English  accent,  which  was  evidently 
hard  for  him  to  affect.  “I  don’t  know  when  1  have  been 
up  at  such  an  unearthly  hour.” 

“It  will  do  you  good,”  laughed  Miss  Brandon.  “I  sup¬ 
pose  you  always  lay  abed  till  noon  on  shipboard.” 

“Oh,  that’s  different.” 

“Is  it?  You  must  instruct  me.  For  my  part,  I  think  this 
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/is  great — chasing  Hindoo  thugs  and  thieves!  Why.  one 
would  imagine  that  we  were  in  the  jungles  of  India.  Are 
they  really  Hindoos,  Mr.  Detective— *1  forget  your  name.” 

Old  King  Brady  merely  looked  at  her,  hut  made  no  an¬ 
swer. 

“Are  you  deaf?”  screamed  Miss  Brandon. 

“Miss,  1  do  not  know  you  in  this  business,”  the  old  de¬ 
tective  quietly  replied. 

“Insolent!”  snapped  Miss  Brandon,  as  the  detective  turn¬ 
ed  away. 

“Ethel!”  cried  Mrs.  O’Dell,  “I  must  beg  that  you  don’t 
interfere  in  this.  Mr.  Brady  is  quite  right.  We  ladies  want 
to  be  seen  and  not  heard.” 

“Here  comes  the  boat,”  said  the  doctor.  “Bless  me,  I 
have  forgotten  the  clothes  I  promised  young  What’s-his- 
name.” 

“Don’t  disturb  yourself,  doc,”  said  the  prince.  “There 
are  several  spare  suits  of  clothes  on  board  the  Neander.  I 
always  keep  them  in  case  any  of  my  guests  fall  overboard, 
which  sometimes  happens  when  champagne  is  too  plenty*. 
Come,  ladies,  now  we  go.” 

“Heavens,  what  a  mob!”  thought  Old  King  Bradv.  “All 
we  need  to  make  this  thing  complete  is  a  brass  band.” 

The  old  detective  was  out  of  temper,  and  he  took  little 
pains  not  to  show  it. 

Arrived  at  the  Neander  they  found  steam  up  and  every¬ 
thing  ready. 

Harry  had  not  returned  to  the  shore. 

He  saw  no  need  of  it;  moreover,  Captain  Sims  had  pro¬ 
vided  him  with  a  suit  of  clothes  and  sent  his  to  the  engine 
room  to  be  dried. 

The  start  was  quickly  made. 

•  As  they  rounded  the  point  Old  King  Brady,  who  stood  at 
the  bow,  could  see  the  tug  in  the  distance. 

Harry  joined  him  a  moment  later. 

“For  heaven  sake,  Governor,  why  were  all  these  people 
brought  along?”  he  exclaimed. 

“Don’t  ask  me,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “It  is  Dr. 
O’Dell’s  work,  and  Oswald  is  evidently  afraid  of  him.” 
“They  are  a  great  pair.” 

“A  pair  of  birds,  I 'think  you  remarked.  Well,  that 
about  describes  them.” 

“•Shall  you  put  up  a  fight  if  it  comes  to  that  when  we 
overtake  the  tug?” 

“Yes.  I  shall  do  my  best,  as  I  told  you.” 

“That  brass  cannon  may  come  in  play?” 

“It  may,  but  not  if  T  can  help  it.  Anyhow,  we  will  await 
results.  I  am  curious  to  see  how  all  this  queer  business  is 
going  to  end.” 

The  Prince  came  up  just  then. 

He  was  quieter  than  Old  King  Brady  had  yet  seen  him, 
as  he  said : 

“Now,  gentlemen,  this  fight  is  more  emphatically  in 
your  hands  than  ever.  We  have  reached  a  stage  of  the  game 
where  I  want  to  keep  in  the  background.  Tt  would  ruin 
me  to  have  my  name  dragged  into  the  papers  in  connection 
with  such  work  ns  this.” 


“You  need  have  no  fears  as  far  as  we  are  concerned,”  re¬ 
plied  Old  King  Brady,  “but  I  can’t  answer  for  this  mob 
we  have  aboard  here.” 

“I  understand  you.  I  am  powerless  in  that  matter,  but 
1  have  ideas.” 

“Well,  captain,  out  with  them.” 

“  Pardon  me,  Harry/’  said  the  prince  in  his  blandest 
tone,  “but  would  you  mind  letting  me  speak  to  Mr.  Brady 
in  private?” 

“It’s  just  as  he  says,”  replied  Harry. 

“My  partner  and  I  are  accustomed  to  pull  together.  Cap¬ 
tain  Oswald,”  said  the  old  detective. 

“Very  well;  let  it  be  as  you  will;  then  I  shall  be  forced 
to  keep  my  ideas  to  myself.” 

“Go,  Harry,”  ordered  Old  King  Brady. 

“Thank  you,”  said  the  prince,  as  soon  as  they  were  alone. 
“I  have  a  great  objection  to  talking  pirvate  business  in  the 
presence  of  witnesses — always  had.” 

“Many  persons  feel  that  way,  captain.” 

“Just  so.  Now,  Mr.  Brady,  T  am  going  to  make  a  con¬ 
fession.”  .  '  * 

“Don’t  unless  you  wish.  I  am  not  seeking  to  pry  into 
your  affairs.” 

“Oh,  I  know.  I  am  beginning  to  understand  you.  Of 
course,  what  I  say  is  entirely  confidential.” 

“Entirely.” 

“Well,  then  here  it  is.  T  am  actually  a  deserter  from 
the  British  army.  T  never  was  a  commissioned  officer,  but 
merely  a  sergeant.  O’Dell  was  surgeon  in  my  regimen! . 
He  can  expose  me  at  any  time.” 

“But  they  can’t  arrest  you  in  this  country  for  desertion." 

‘“No:  hut  T  can  he  arrested  for  another  matter,  which 
O’Dell  knows  all  about.  In  short,  T  did  up  the  oapthin  o° 
my  company,  and  all  the  doctor  has  to  do  is  to  lay 
ter  before  the  British  consul  at  New  York  to  put  me  in  a 
hole.” 

“Tf  such  is  the  ca,se  he  has  you  entirely  at  his  mercy.” 

“He  has.  He  has  bled  me  fearfully.  He  did  actually 
stake  me,  however,  hut  he  did  it  for  his  own  purposes.  I 
have  really  got  money  enough  in  the  hank  to  square  up  with 
him,  but  not  much  more.  My  outside  debts  don’t  amount 
to  much,  hut  on  the  other  hand  T  am  tired  of  the  life  T  am 
leading,  and  particularly  tired  of  wearing  a  collar,  and 
being  O’Dell’s  dog.  Do  you  follow  me,  Air.  Brady?” 

“T  do.  You  propose  to  light  out  with  this  treasure  if  we 
are  fortunate  enough  to  recover  it?” 

“You  have  said  it,  and  not  T.  Mr.  Brady.  You  are  a 
shrewd  man.  Now,  what  T  want  to  ask  you  is  this:  in  such 
.a.  case  shall  you  deem  it  your  duty  to  interfere  with  mv 
plans?” 

“Certainly  not,  Captain  Oswald.  I  do  not  know  Dr. 
O'Dell  in  this  business.  Any  private  arrangements  von 
may  have  made  with  him  are  nothing  to  me.” 

“Good!  But  vour  own  pay  is  something  to  vou.  How 
much  do  you  expect?” 

(Continued  on  page  2 60 
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New  York  City,  N.  Y.,  February  l9,  1905. 
Frank  Tousey,  Esq.,  v 

Publisher  of  " Young  Athlete's  Weekly N.  Y. 

Dear  Sir:  Having  had  the  extreme  pleasure  of  reading  all  the  books  issued  to  date  in  the  new  “Young  Athlete’s 
Weekly,”  and  noting  the  vast  difference  there  is  between  this  book  and  other  so-called  “literature”  of  the  “weekiy 
type,”  I  cannot  refrain  from  writing  and  thanking  you,  in  the  name  of  all  “Young  America,”  for  putting  such  a  sensible 
and  yet  very  interesting  book  before  us  for  our  approval,  and  it  is  my  frank  opinion,  confidently  stated,  that  this  book 
will,  before  it  is  six  months  old,  outshine  all  other  publications  of  this  kind  in  circulation  today,  both  in  circulation  and 
common  sense,  of  which  the  latter  is  so  freely  distributed  through  the  course  of  the  story,  and  it  will  be  deserving  of  all 
the  praise  that  is  sure  to  come  from  your  subscribers  when  they  come  to  realize  the  worth  of  this  book,  in  various 
forms,  if  they  have  not  already  done  so.  As  a  book  of  information  for  those  seeking  vitality  and  strength;  it  can’t  be 
beat;  in  fact,  it  is  a  body-builder  in  itself,  and  that  isn’t  saying  any  too  much  for  it. 

Heretofore,  we  representatives  of  the  younger  generation  who  have  made  a  practice  of  reading  these  weekly 
magazines  have  been  compelled  through  circumstances,  mainly  the  lack  of  a  good  book  like  “The  Young  Athlete’s  Weekly,”  to 
read  other  juvenile  stories,  the  like  of  which  tend  to  discourage,  rather  than  aid,  a  boy  in  his  endeavor  to  seek  good 
citizenship  in  later  life,  and  it  is  with  pleasure  that  I  note  we  have  now  such  a  good  substitute  for  these  so-called 
“good  literature  for  the  American  youth”  novels,  and  it  is  the  wish  of  one  of  the  most  ardent  admirers  of  this  new  work 
that  it  shall  come  to  the  notice  of  boys  all  over  the  country,  as  I  am  positive  it  will  meet  with  instant  favor  with  all 
those  who  come  in  contact  with  it;  it  will  only  need  a  looking  over  of  one  book  to  convince  any  boy  of  the  merits  of 
this  new  publication. 

The  deeds  as  performed  by  the  leading  characters  of  “The  Young  Athlete’s  Weekly”  are  described  in  such  a  plausible 
-way  and  with  such  exact  explanation  as  to  make  it  impossible  for  any  one  to  charge  the  deeds  done,  or,  rather,  described 
as  being  done,  as  anything  other  than  correct  and  feats  which  can  be  done,  not  only  on  paper,  but  by  the  person 
mentioned  as  doing  same.  This  is  the  kind  of  a.  story  any  boy  will  take  to  like  a  duck  takes  to  water,  and  it  is  up 
to  you,  Mr.  Tousey,  to  make  these  stories  so  that  they  will  be  looked  up  to  by  all  boys  “as  the  best  manufactured.” 

-  ’’articles  on  Physical  Training,  by  the  author  of  this  book,  contained  in  your  “Young  Athlete’s  Weekly”  every 

week,  are  worth  five  times  the  cost  of  the  whole  book,  and  although  this  book  has  not  been  long  in  circulation,  I  owe 
a  good  deal  of  my  present  good  condition  to  the  fact  that  I  have  obeyed  to  a  “T”  the  instructions  quoted  in  these  “little 
chats”  on  training,  and  shall  always  look  up  to  them  as  I  would  a  professional  instructor,  for,  being  something  of  an  athlete 
myself,  I  know  everything  stated  in  these  articles  to  be  true  and  very  sensible,  and  any  boy  following  the  advice  of 
“Physical  Director”  in  these  articles  will  certainly  keep  from  being  weak,  at  any  rate.  We  cannot  all  be  “strong-men,”  you 
'  know,  but  we  can  fix  ourselves  in  such  a  manner  as  to  make  sickness  from  weakness  impossible  and  to  build  our  body 
Up  and  bring  our  lungs  to  the  point  where  it  would  be  impossible  for  any  one  to  suffer  from  consumption. 

Some  four  or  five  years  ago  I  was  an  interested  reader  of  a  weekly  you  were  then  publishing  under  the  name  of 
“Three  Chums,”  and  while  referring  to  a  copy  of  this  weekly  yesterday  I  find  you  were  then  devoting  a  page  of  this  weekly 
to  the  exclusive  use  of  your  readers,  entitling  this  department,  or  page,  “Praise,”  to  which  departmenj:  your  readers 
wrote  giving  their  views  on  the  weekly  and  its  characters,  these  letters  being  published  weekly;  and  I  want  to  ask  if 
this  could  not  be  done  with  “The  Young  Athlete’s  Weekly,”  as  I  am  sure  it  would  be  an  entire  success  in  every  way,  and 
it  would  help  we  readers  to  get  acquainted  with  each  other  all  over  the  country.  I  am  the  president  of  the  Seneca  Club, 
of  Brooklyn,  composed  of  fifteen  boys  at  present,  and  they  are  all  admirers  of  your  splendid  “Young  Athlete’s  Weekly,” 
and  all  agree  that  such  a  move  as  I  suggest  would  be  welcomed  by  all  your  readers,  as  well  as  by  us. 

Hoping  that  the  stories  to  come  will  be  as  interesting  as  those  already  published,  and  wishing  a  very  successful 
career  to  this  publication  of  yours,  I  am,  Mr.  Tousey, 

Yours  very  respectfully, 

Care  of  the  Eccleston  Lumber  Co.,  29  Broadway,  City.  Albert  Frederick  Aamold. 


If  vonr  newsdealer  does  not  handle  “THE  YOUNG  ATHLETE’S  WEEKLY,”  send  5  cents  to 
the  Publisher  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  and  yon  will  receive  a  copy  by  return  mail.  Address 

Frank  Tousey ,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square ,  New  York 
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“We  will  discuss  that  after  we  have  finished  the  case.” 

“If  we  don't  discuss  it  at  all,  and  yon  leave  it  to  me  you 
will  fare  just  as  well.” 

“As  you  will.  But  how  will  you  dispose  of  the  doctor 
and  his  friends?” 

“Leave  that  'to  me.  I  shall  find  a  way.  It  is  understood 
between  us  then?” 

“There  is  no  understanding  necessary,  Captain  Oswald. 
The  Bradys  are  simply  working  for  the  Prince  of  Wall 
Street.” 

“Prince  of  nothing,”  retorted  the  captain  bitterly.  “If 
you  only  kneu^how  I  actually  stood.  Why,  man,  my  losses 
have  been  enormous  and — but  there!  It  is  no  use  talking. 
My  case  only  goes  to  show  how  little  one  can  believe  news¬ 
paper  talk.” 

“But  this  handsome  yacht — do  you  mean  to  abandon  so 
valuable  a  piece  of  property?” 

“Why,  man,  she  isn’t  mine.  Dr.  O’Dell  holds  a  bill  of 
sale  for  her.” 

“Oh,  I  see.” 

“I  think  I  have  said  enough.  And  now,  My.  Brady, 
about  that  tug  ahead  of  us.  I  presume  you  perceive  that 
we  are  not  making  the  headway  we  ought  to.” 

“Yes;  I  have  observed  that.  I  was  just  about  to  ask  you 
why.” 

“Short  of  coal,  sir!” 

“Then  our  chances  don’t  amount  to  much.  The  tug  is 
evidently  outstripping  us.” 

“Yes;  but  luck  may  cut  some  figure.  I  am  hoping  for 
the  best.  That  is  all  I  have  to  say,  Mr.  Brady,  except  this 
— I  have  laid  bare  mv  secrets  to  you,  and  no  doubt  you 
consider  me  a  pretty  hard  citizen.  I  am  not  quite  so  black 
as  I  have  painted  myself.  I  can  still  be  true  to  my  friends, 
and  at  the  present  I  consider  you  about  the  only  friend  I 
have.” 

To  this  Old  King  Brady  made  no  reply,  and  Captain 
Oswald  walked  away. 

Turning  now  to  see  what  had  become  of  Harry,  the  de¬ 
tective  perceived  that  the  deck  of  the  Neander  was  de¬ 
serted  except  for  the  sailors. 

He  walked  aft,  and  looking  down  into  the  cabin  through 
the  partially  open  skylight,  saw  Dr.  O’Dell  and  Lieutenant 
Timson  drinking  at  the  buffet. 

The  ladies  were  seated  at  the  table,  and  Johnson,  the 
colored  steward,  was  in  the  act  of  serving  them  with  cham¬ 
pagne. 

Captain  Oswald  was  not  with  the  party  as  far  as  Old 
King  Brady  could  see. 

“They  are  a  nice  gang,”  thought  the  old  detective.  “1 
wish  I  was  well  out  of  the  business.  Unless  my  usual 
good  luck  comes  to  the  rescue  T  don’t  see  that  there  is  one 
chance  in  a  thousand  of  our  being  able  to  overhaul  that 
tug  with  the  start  she  has,  and  even  if  we  did  T  don’t  quite 
understand  what  is  to  be  done  unless  T  shoot  its  passengers, 
which  T  certainly  shall  not  do.” 

Never  had  Old  King  Brady  been  so  tboroughlv  disgusted 
will)  a  case. 


But  he  did  not  waver  in  his  determination  to  work  for 
Captain  Oswald’s  interests  to  the  end. 

Old  King  Brady  now  started  to  look  up  Harry  or  Cap¬ 
tain  Sims — one  or  both — but  could  find  neither,  until  sud¬ 
denly  the  door  of  the  yacht  captain’s  deck  stateroom  was 
opened  slightly. 

“Come  in,  Governor!  We  want  to  talk  to  you,”  Harry's 
voice  called  in  hushed  tones. 

Instantly  Old  King  Brady  slipped  into  the  stateroom,  and 
the  door  was  closed. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  AFFAIR  WITH  DR.  O’DELL. 

Old  King  Brady  found  both  captains  in  the  stateroom 
with  Harry. 

The  blind  was  closed,  and  all  three  seemed  to  wear  an  air 
of  mystery. 

“Your  partner  has  just  made  a  discovery,”  said  the 
Prince.  “We  want  you  to  be  informed.” 

“It  is  no  more  my  discovery  than  it  is  Captain  Sims’,” 
replied  Harry. 

“Out  with  it,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “If  it  concerns 
Dr.  O’Dell  then  the  very  worst  thing  we  can  do  is  to  re¬ 
main  concealed  in  here.” 

“Don’t  you  fret  yourself,  Brady,”  said  the  prince.  “Dr. 
O'Dell  and  his  friend  Timson  are  downstairs  filling  up, 
and  that  is  a  slow  process  with  both.  Fire  away,  young 
man.”  '  .  ^ .  . 

“Well,”  said  Harry,  “Captain  Sims  asked  me  to  come 
in  here  for  a  minute  and  talk  to  him.  He  wanted  to  ex¬ 
plain  to  me  about  the  shortness  of  coal.  We  were  just 
getting  at  it  when  the  doctor  and  Lieutenant  Timson  came 
and  leaned  against  the  window,  which  was  open  then,  and 
began  to  talk.” 

“To  plot,  you  mean,”  interrupted  the  prince.  “But  go 
on!” 

“The  doctor  'made  some  pretty  rank  statements  about 
Captain  Oswald,”  began  Harry,  when  he  was  again  inter¬ 
rupted  by  the  prince. 

“Which  were  not  only  rank  but  true  in  a  certain  sense!” 
he  broke  in.  “He  said  T  was  under  his  thumb,  that  I  was  a 
crook,  that  lie  owned  this  yacht,  and  that  he  could  force 
me  to  do  what  he  pleased.  The  crook  part  1  deny:  the 
rest  is  true.” 

“There  was  more  than  that.  Governor,”  added  Harry. 
“The  doctor  coolly  proposed  that  they  give  knockout  drops 
to  Captain  Oswald,  and  appropriate  the  treasure.  He  even 
hinted  at  going  a  little  further  and  throwing  Captain  Os¬ 
wald  overboard.” 

“And  T  was*  to  be  bribed  to  assist  in  tin’s  beautiful  plot, 
and  bold  mv  tongue,”  broke  in  Captain  Sims,  “Wo  were  to 
run  down  to  New  York  and  get  money  belonging  to  Cap- 
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tain  Oswald,  and  then  go  on  a  long  cruise.  As  for  this 

treasure  .1  know  nothing  about  it  till  then,  and - ” 

r  “Of  course  you  didn't,”  broke  in  Captain  Oswald.  “  But 
know  it  all  now,  and  like  a  true  man  you  called  me  in 
in. o  and  told  me  ot  the  plot.  Well,  you  won't  find  me  un¬ 
grateful,  captain.  Remember  that.” 

f  Captain  Oswald,  was  the  reply,  ‘‘1  am  working  for 
you,  sir,  and  }ou  have  always  treated  me  right.  It  would 
need  a  sheriff  s  writ  to  make  me  turn  over  this  yacht  to  Dr. 
0  Dell.  1 11  put  those  two  fellow's  in  irons  at  the  drop  of 
the  hat  if  you  say  the  word.” 

“It  w'on't  do,"  replied  the  prince  hastily.  “I  only  wish 
it  might  be  done,  but  it  is  impossible— at  least  now.  But 
later  it  may  be  different;  then,  captain,  I  trust  I  may  count 
on  you.”  ) 

“You  may,  sir,  at  any  time.” 

“Good!  Now',  Mr.  Brady,  you  are  in  my  confidence,  and 
know  how  my  affairs  stand.  What  do  you  say?” 

“  That  we  want  to  break  up  this  secret  session  as  soon  as 
possible.  Let  us  all  come  outside.  I  suppose  it  is  not  neces¬ 
sary  for  me  to  warn  you,  Captain  Oswald,  to  be  very  par¬ 
ticular  not  to  drink  anything  during  this  cruise.” 

“I  don’t  need  any  warning,”  was  the  reply.  “Not  a 
drop  shall  pass  my  lips.” 

Old  King  Brady  threw  open  the  door  of  the  stateroom 
then,  and  they  all  passed  out  on  deck. 

To  the  old  detective’s  satisfaction  he  found  that  it  was 
still  deserted  by  the  passengers,  whose  loud  voices  could  he 
heard  in  the  cabin. 

“Now,  about  this  coal  question?”  he  demanded.  “How 
much  of  a  supply  have  you  actually  on  hand,  Captain  Sims? 
I  refer  to  driving  the  yacht  at  full  speed.” 

“Wre  could  do  that  for  twTo  hours,  Mr.  Bradv.  Certainly 


“Then  ahead  with*  her,  I  say.  We  will  take  our  chances 
on  what  may  happen  later.” 

“T  agree  to  that,”  chimed  in  Captain  Oswald.  “You 
think  you  can  overhaul  the  tug?” 

“Why,  unquestionably.” 

“Then  let  there  be  no  further  question  about  it.” 

“She  is  keeping  a  straight  course  up  the  Sound.” 

“So  far  she  has,  as  you  can  see  for  yourself.” 

“Right.  Overhaul  her  if  you  can.” 

Captain  Sims  hurried  away. 

“Now  you  understand  what  sort  of  a  man  I  am  up 
against,  gentlemen,”  said  the  prince,  bitterly.  “This  is 
nothing  new  to  me.  It  has  been  going  on  ever  since  Dr. 
O’Dell  struck  New  York  a  year  ago.” 

“And  to-day  ought  to  end  it,”  said  Old  King  Brady, 

“whatever  the  result  may  be.” 

“It  shall  end  it,  by  heaven!”  exclaimed  the  prince,  and 
he  walked  off  and  descended  to  the  cabin. 

“I  hop^  be  isn’t  going  to  make  a  fool  of  himself,  and  kick 

up  a  tow,”  -aid  Harry. 

“He’s  no  fool.  You  leave  him  alone,”  replied  the  old 
fit. Active.  “That  man  is  good  for  anything  he  undertakes.” 
Old  King  Brady  stepped  to  the  skylight  and  listened. 


“It’s  all  right,”  whispered  Harry,  who  had  followed 
him.  “You  would  think  they  were  his  best  friends.” 

Soon  the  yacht  was  flying  along  at  full  speed. 

Old  King  Brady  watched  the  tug  long  -and  earnestly. 

She  was  certainly  fast,  but  there  was  no  comparing  her 
speed  with  that  of  the  Neander. 

“Where  do  you  think  we  shall  overhaul  her?”  asked 
Harry,  who  was  standing  beside  the  old  detective  at  the 
time.” 

“Somewhere  in  the  neighborhood  of  New  Haven,”  was 
the  reply. 

“Our  coal  will  be  about  gone  then.” 

“So  I  figure  it  out.” 

“If  she  keeps  right  on  we  are  done  for.” 

“That  is  certainly  so;  but  here  conjte  the  gang  on  deck.” 

They  came  up  laughing  and  talking  loudly. 

What  they  had  been  drinking  before  breakfast  had  evi¬ 
dently  told  on  all  but  Captain  Oswald,  who  showed  no 
signs  of  having  indulged. 

Dr.  O’Dell  was  particularly  noisy,  and  the  Bradys  did  not 
fail  to  observe  that  he  was  somewhat  unsteady  on  his  legs. 

“There’s  going  to  be  trouble,  surest  thing,  Governor,” 
whispered  Harry. 

“Wait,”  was  the  reply.  “Let  us  get  near  them  and 
watch.  If  Dr.  O’Dell  tries  any  of  his  tricks  I  shan’t  hesi¬ 
tate  to  put  the  handcuffs  on  him!  As  for  the  lieutenant, 
lie  isn’t  worth  considering. '  Without  the  hacking  of  tile 
doctor  he  amounts  to  nothing  at  all.” 

The  Bradys  took  their  places  near  the  rail,  and  remain¬ 
ed  there  for  a  long  time,  hut  without  seeming  to  pay  any 
heed  to  the.  conversation  which  was  going  on  around  them. 

Norwalk  and  Bridgeport  were  passed. 

The  yacht  was  now  rapidly  gaining  on  the  tug,  in  spite 
of  the  fact  that  she  had  reduced  her  speed. 

Evidently  the  coal  was  getting  very  low. 

In  the  meantime  breakfast  had  been  served. 

The  party  made  short  work  of  it,  and  were  soon  on  deck 
again. 

/ 

Captain  Sims  came  to  the  Bradys  and  informed  them 
that  breakfast  was  now  ready  to  he  served  to  them,  but  OKI 
King  Brady  declined,  saying: 

“We  don’t  leave  the  deck  until  we  are  through,  with  Ibis 
work.” 

Evidently  breakfast  bad  not  helped  Dr.  O’Dell’s  case  any, 
but  the  ladies  were  less  noisy  than  they  bad  been  when  they 
resumed  their  places  on  deck. 

“How  do  we  stan$  now,  Fitz?”  bawled  the  doctor,  almost 
as  soon  as  they  were  seated. 

“Don’t  know,  I’m  sure,”  was  the  reply.  “I’m  leaving 
all  that  to  the  detectives.” 

“Say,  young  What’s-yer-name,  why  don’t  we  go  faster?” 
the  doctor  roared. 

“We  are  short  of  coal,  sir,”  replied  Harry. 

“Oh,  that  be  blamed,”  retorted  the  doctor  thickly. 
“Crowd  on  steam!  Crowd  on  steam!” 

“  Here,  you  black  rascal!”  lie  veiled  to  Johnson,  the  stew- 
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ard,  who  happened  to  be  passing.  “Serve  manbattan  cock¬ 
tails  all  around.” 

“None  for  me,  doc,”  said  the  prince  decidedly,  and  Old 
King  Brady  could  see  by  the  glitter  in  his  eyes  that  the 
man’s  patience  had  almost  reached  the  limit. 

“There  is  going  to  be  an  explosion  before  'long!”  he  said 
to  himself.  “That  man  can’t  hold  out.  It  isn’t  any  use 
for  him  to  try.” 

“Keep  cool  and  watchful,”  he  whispered  to  Harry.  “The 
doctor  is  far  gone.  Another  cocktail  will  finish  him.  There 
is  no  telling  what  turn  affairs  will  take.” 

But  it  did  not  need  the  extra  cocktail  to  bring  about  the 
explosion,  as  will  be  seen. 

Instantly  the  doctor  took  exception  to  Captain  Oswald’s 
remark. 


U  ' 


What  in  thunder  do  you  mean,  Fitz,  by  refusing  to 
drink  with  me?”  he  cried.  “You  have  been  doing  thaF'Ml 
the  morning.  Look  out.  I  won’t  stand  for  that!” 

“You  can  stand  for  it  or  sit  for  it,  just  as  you  like,  but  I 
am  not  drinking  to-day,”  the  prince  replied. 

“The  deuce  you  ain’t!  And  why  not?  Do  you  think  Fm 
going  to  poison  you?”  roared  the  doctor  then. 

“Yes,  if  you  want  to  know!”  flashed  the  prince.  “I  hap¬ 
pen  to  be  aware  that  such  a  proposition  has  been  discussed 
between  you  and  your  friend  Timson.  Nor  does  it  surprise 
me.  A  man  who  will  listen  at  keyholes  is  quite  equal  to 
anything,  I  should  say.” 

“You’re  a  liar!”  bellowed  the  doctor,  jumping  up. 

“Liar  yourself!”  shouted  the  prince,  springing  from  the 
bamboo  chair  in  which  he  was  sitting. 

Instantly  the  lie  was  thrown  back  in  his  teeth  Dr.  O’Dell 
sprang  to  his  feet  and  drew  a  revolver. 

“Hold  on  there!  None  of  that!”  shouted  Old  King 
Brady. 

Then  Harry  jumped  in  and  grappled  with  the  man. 

Mrs.  O’Dell  and  Ethel  Brandon  screamed. 

As  for  the  lieutenant,  he  turned  all  kinds  of  colors,  while 
Johnson  the  steward,  who  was  coming  with  the  cocktails, 
nearly  dropped  his  tray. 

Dr.  O’Dell  struggled  for  all  he  was  worth,  but  Harry 
backed  him  against  the  deck-house  and  Old  King  Brady 
wrenched  the  revolver  away. 

“This  is  outrageous!”  screamed  Mrs.  O’Dell.  “Release 
my  husband  at  once!” 

“Madam,  Captain  Oswald  is  the  owner  of  this  yacht.  It 
rests  with  him,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  while  Harry,  pay¬ 
ing  no  heed  to  the  doctor’s  vile  imprecations,  held  him 
fast. 

“Handcuff  the  drunken  beast!  Put  him  in  irons  if  you 
have  no  handcuffs !”  hissed  the  prince  through  his  set 
teeth. 


“Oh,  aw,  I  say,  don’t  let’s  have  anything  like  that!” 
drawled  Lieutenant  Timson.  “This  move  is  spoiling  all 
our  fun.” 

“Shut  your  head,  you  puppy,  or  I’ll  have  you  thrown 
overboard!”  shouted  the  prince. 

In  the  meantime  the  Bradys  showed  that  they  knew 


their  business,  for,  between  them,  they  hud  the  bracelets  on 

Or.  O’Dell  before  he  fully  realized  what  they  were  about. 

“We  had  better  take  him  below  and  lock  him  in  one  of 

the  staterooms,  captain,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“If  you  think  it  best,  do  so,”  was  the  reply,  and  the 

Brad  vs  did  it. 

*/ 

Once  more  on  deck,  the  Bradys  joined  Captain  Oswald 
at  the  bow. 


“That  job  is  done,”  said  the  detective. 

“Do  you  object?”  asked  the  captain. 

“No;  I  do  not,”  was  the  reply.  “Although  you  acted 
hastily,  1  am  free  to  say  that  1  think  it  was  for  the  best.” 

“I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so.  Now,  you  want  to  un¬ 
derstand  my  situation  in  the  light  of  what  has  just  hap- 
pened.” 

“Well?” 

“If  I  ever  return  to  New  York  with  that  fellow'  free  to 
walk  the  streets  I  am  a  lost  man.” 

“is  it  so  bad  as  that  ?” 

“  Just  so  bad  as  that.  I  know  him  well.  He  is  vindictive 
to  the  last*  degree.  He  will  surely  put  me  either  on  the 
arrest  or  on  the  run.” 


“Well?” 

“It  is  for  me  to  say  Veil,’  Brady;  not  for  you.  As  mat¬ 
ters  stand,  you  now  occupy  the  position  of  a  lawyer,  and  I 
as  your  client.  What  w'ould  you  advise  me  to  do?” 

“Not  to  wait  for  the  Newr  York  experience,  but  to  get  * 
on  the  run  now.” 


“And  your  opinion  agrees  with  mine  precisely.  We  will 
consider  the  incident  closed.  By  the  way,  wTe  are  getting  < 
pretty  well  up  with  the  tug.” 

“Yes.” 

“What  is  your  plan,  in  case  we  overhaul  then*,?” 

“If  they  pass  New  Haven,  what  I  say  don’t  hold  good. 
My  opinion  is  that  they  will  not  pass,  but  will  try  to  make 
a  landing  there.” 

O 


“What  makes  you  think  that?” 

“As  it  must  seem  to  them  they  are  nowdiard  pressed,  and 
we  are  gaining  every  instant.  Of  course  they  have  no  means 
of  knowing  that  we  are  short  of  coal.  From  their  stand¬ 
point,  we  are  likely  to  keep  up  the  chase  indefinitel}7.” 

“That  is  true.” 

“And  so  I  say  you  will  see  them  turn  into  New'  Haven 
harbor.  If  so,  our  chances  should  be  good.” 

“We  should  be  able  to  run  ahead  of  them  there?” 

“Yes,  but  it’s  five  miles  or  more  from  the  mouth  of  the 
harbor  to  the  city.  We  had  best  keep  close  behind  them. 
They  can  scarcely  escape  us  after  they  land.  No  hotel  will 
receive  those  black  people.  Probably  they  will  attempt  to 
catch  the  first  train  for  New'  York.” 

“And  vou  Will  arrest  them?”  * 

*.• 

“On  sight.  If  they  give  up  the  goods  we  will  let  them 
go  again.” 


Captain  Sims  now'  appeared. 

“Captain  Oswald,”  he  said,  saluting  the  yacht  owner, 
“1  am  sorrv  to  tell  you  that  the  fireman  lms  just  put  the 
last  of  (lie  coal  under  the  boilers.  Wo  can  do  no  more.” 


“BARREL.” 


29 


THE  BRADYS  AND  T11E  MAN  WITH  THE 


“Where  is  the  mouth  of  New  Haven  harbor,  captain?” 
"Right  there.  The  tug  is  coming  right  abreast  of  it 
now.  What  shall  1  do?" 

"Wait  a  minute,"  said  Old  King  Brady. 

They  waited  breathlessly,  watching. 

‘Three  minutes  later  the  tuo-  turned  into  the  New  Haven 

o 

harbor. 

“You  were  right!"  cried  Captain  Oswald. 

"Yes,  it  is  as  I  thought,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “They 
have  seen  that  cannon  of  yours,  and  they  are  afraid  of  this 
chase.  They  are  going  to  take  to  the  land.” 


CHAPTER.  XII. 

CONCLUSION. 

“Then  we  follow  them  into  the  harbor?”  asked  Captain 
Sims,  in  response  to  Old  King  Brady’s  remark. 

“Yes,”  replied  the  detective.  “You  are  familiar 

with  it?” 

“As  it  happens,  I  was  never  there.” 

“You  know,  of  course,  that  the  channel  is  very  narrow, 
and  that  there  is  great  danger  of  running  aground?” 
“Certainly.  1  am  up  in  my  coast  charts.  1  can  take  the 

yacht  in  all  right.” 

“Perhaps  we  shan’t  want  you  to  take  her  in  all  right. 
Perhaps  I  shall  have  to  request  you  to  run  the  Neander 
aground.  How  is  the  tide?” 

“ft  is  dead  low  water.” 

“Right!  Run  her  in!” 

Captain  Sims  took  the  wheel  in  person,  then,  and  the 
Neander  sped  on  and  turned  into  the  New  Haven  harbor. 

Not  a  word  had  been  spoken  by  Captain  Oswald  from 
the  moment  the  tug  disappeared. 

*  *  ■  11 !  1  thought !”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady.  "Cap¬ 

tain,  you  see!  They  are  going  to  make  a  landing.” 

-  The  tug  was  rapidly  making  for  the  lighthouse,  which 
stands  on  a  projecting  point  of  land  on  the  eastern  side 

of  the  harbor. 

“And  your  plan?”  demanded  Captain  Oswald,  impa¬ 
tiently.  ■  .  ’  <• 

“Is  for  us  to  desert  the  yacht  and  go  away  in  our  only 
.boat,  and  so  make  for  the  lighthouse.  In  the  meantime 
we  will  run  the  Neander  aground  and  leave  the  doctor 
handcuffed,  just  as  he  is.  That  cuts  him  out  for  good  and 
all,  for  long  before  the  tide  turns  our  affairs  will  be  settled 
in  one  way  or  the  other.” 

“Do  as  you  like,”  assented  Captain  Oswald.  “  They  are 

making  their  landing  now.” 

Old  King  Brady  hurried  off  to  Captain  Sims  and  gave 
the  necessary  orders. 

*  q’gjj  minutes  later  the  Neander  was  fast  in  the  mud  and 
the  Bradys  and  the  Prince  of  Wall  Street  were  off  in  their 

boat. 

As  soon  as  the  yacht  struck  Mr3.  O’Dell  and  Lieutenant 

Timson  came  hurrying  on  deck. 

When  they  were  able  to  comprehend  the  sit  nation  the 
woman  (.booted  to  Captain  Oswald  in  language  which 
would  have  di- graced  a  girl  wife. 


No  attention  was  paid  to  her,  of  course,  and  the  Bradys 
pulled  straight  for  the  lighthouse  point. 

In  the  meantime  the  Hindoos  had  made  their  landing. 

The  Bradys  saw  them  go  ashore  and  ascend  the  beach 
toward  the  lighthouse. 

The  tug  immediately  turned  and  shot  out  of  the  harbor. 

"Good!  Now  we  have  a  chance!”  cried  the  prince. 
"Brady,  you  are  immense.  We  never  could  have  done  any¬ 
thing  if  they  had  remained  on  the  tug,  I  am  sure.” 

"I  don’t  say  that,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “But  our 
chance  is  better  as  it  is.  See,  they  are  interviewing  the 
lighthouse  keeper.  Probably  they  want  a  team.  Well,  they 
don't  get  it,  for  there  they  go  on  the  run  up  the  roa#.” 

“And  are  making  for  that  farmhouse,  where  they  will 
get  it!”  growled  Captain  Oswald.  “What  chance  shall  we 
have  to  follow  them  on  foot?” 

"There  are  other  farmhouses  and  other  teams.  Keep 
(cool,  captain.  This  fight  has  not  been  fought  to  a  finish 
yet.’’ 

They  pulled  on  across  the#  channel,  and  a  few  moments 
later  landed  at  the  lighthouse. 

The  lighthouse  keeper  stood  at  the  door  of  his  cottage 
waiting  for  them. 

“Be  you  after  them  niggers?”  he  demanded,  as  Old  King 
Brady  displayed  his  shield.  “I  thought  as  much.” 

“We  are,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “They  robbed  this 
gentleman.  Which  way  did  they  go?” 

“Right  up  this  road.  They  wanted  to  hire  my  team  to 
take  them  up  to  town,  and  when  I  wouldn’t  hire  it  to  them 
they  offered  to  buy  it.  I  wouldn’t  have  anything  at  all  to 
do  with  them.  I  put  them  down  for  thieves  at  the  start.” 

The  Bradys  and  the  prince  hurried  on. 

Emerging  from  a  piece  of  woods  which  lay  beyond  the 
lighthouse  they  saw  a  wagon  wheel  out  of  a  lane  beside  a 
farmhouse  on  ahead. 

The  farmer  himself  was  driving,  and  there  wrere  two 
horses.  TJpon  seats  behind  were  the  Hindoo  prince,  the 
woman  and  Gorree.  Captain  Heintzman  sat  with  the 
farmer  in  front. 

“Done  for!"  exclaimed  Captain  Oswald. 

“Never!”  cried  Old  King  Brady.  “There  are  a  hundred 
ways  of  overhauling  those  people  yet.” 

“I  wish  you  would  mention  one.” 

“Our  first  move  is  clearly  to  hurry  along  on  foot  as  fast 
as  possible.  We  are  sure  to  pick  up  a  team  at  some  farm¬ 
house  along  the  road.” 

They  pushed  on  in  silence;  but  half  a  mile  was  covered, 
and  still  their  chance  had  not  come. 

Suddenly  the  tooting  of  an  automobile  horn  was  heard, 
in  the  distance,  and  in  a  moment  a  large  motor  carriage 
of  peculiar  make  came  whisking  into  view. 

Driving  it  was  a  young  fellow,  whose  whole  appearance 
showed  that  he  was  probably  the  chaffeur  for  somebody 
else,  and  not  the  owner  of  the  machine. 

Instantly  Old  King  Brady  jumped  into  tlio  middle  of 
the  road  and  threw  up  his  hands. 

“Stop!”  he  shouted.  “I  want  to  speak  to  you,  and  it 
will  be  dollars  in  your  pocket  if  you  do.” 
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ihe  auto  driver  heard  and  pulled  in. 

“What's  wanted?”  he  demanded,  as  Old  King  Brady 
displayed  his  shield.  “We  have  a  right  to  run  fast  on  this 
road.” 

“Oh,  it's  not  that,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “  We  are  chas¬ 
ing  thieves.  You  passed  some  black  people  in  a  farmer’s 
cart  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“How  far  are  they  ahead  of  us?” 

“About  a  mile  and  a  half.” 

“You  don't  own  this  auto?”  / 

“No;  I'm  only  the  chaffeuri” 

.“As  ^thought.  Fifty  dollars  if  you  will  help  us  overhaul 
that  wagon,  friend.” 

“I'm  your  man!”  replied  the  chaffeur.  “Jump  in!  I 
was  going  back  in  a  minute  anyhow.  The  boss  has  gone 
to  New  York,  and  I  was  just  taking  a  run  on  my  own 
account.” 

A  moment  later  and  the  Bradys  and  the  prince  were 
whizzing  along  the  road. 

As  they  came  in  sight  of  the  wagon  they  saw  that  it 
had  stopped  and  the  farmer  was  at  the  horses’  heads. 

One  of  the  animals  was  trembling  and  jumping  about. 
That  it  was  a  case  of  the  staggers  was  now  easily  seen. 

And  thus  the  attention  of  the  Hindoos  and  their  com¬ 
panion  was  riveted  on  the  horses. 

Thus  the  Bradys  were  able  to  come  up  on  them  unawares. 

Before  they  realized  what  had  happened  three  revolvers 
covered  them. 

The  result  was  peculiar. 

Captain  Heintzman  swore,  and  demanded  what  was 

wanted. 

Gorree  recognized  Captain  Oswald  and  ducked  down  un¬ 
der  the  seat,  proving  himself  the  coward  lie  had  shown  him¬ 
self  to  be  when  he  tried  to  stab  Captain  Sims  in  the  back. 

But  the  Hindoo,  with  a  nervous  cry,  threw  up  his  hands, 
as  though  to  protect  his  face,  and  fell  forward  in  a  fit, 
foaming  at  the  mouth  and  twitching  in  every  limb,  while 
the  carved  box  which  bp  held  in  his  lap  dropped  into  the 
road. 

The  woman  sat  like  a  statue  and  never  moved. 

Instantly  Harry  leaped  from  the  auto  and  seized  the  box, 
and  was  back  in  again  like  a  flash. 

Away  flew  the  auto,  followed  by  the  anathemas  of  Cap¬ 
tain  Heintzman  and  one  revolver  shot,  which  went  widely 
astray. 

“Heavens!”  gasped  the  prince.  “That's  chain  light¬ 
ning !“  and  so  it  was  until  they  had  left  the  wagon  far 
behind. 

*  *  *  *  *  * 

“And  now  for  New  York,  first  train  !”  exclaimed  Captain 
Oswald,  when  at.  last  New  Haven  was  reached. 

They  caught  the  train  and,  engaging  a  stateroom  in  the 
palace  car,  the  box  was  opened  by  Old  King  Brady,  by 
means  of  a  tool  not  unlike  a  burglar’s  jimmy,  which  the 
old  detective  always  carries. 

In  the  box  fifty  thousand  dollars  in  gold  notes  was  found, 
but  no  other  money. 


But  there  was  other  wealth  in  the  box. 

There-  were  hundreds  of  rubies  and  hundreds  of  small 
diamonds,  not  to  mention  other  precious  stones. 

Besides  these  there  was  one  large  diamond  as  big  as  a 
robin’s  egg,  which  looked  as-  if  at  one  time  it  might  have  < 
been  the  eye  of  some  idol. 

This,  if  it  had  been  perfect,  would  have  been  a  stone  of 
immense  value,  but  it  was  badly  cracked  and  full  of  flaws. 

“Well,  there  is  value  here,”  said  the  prince,  promptly. 
“Now,  gentlemen,  you  have  done  your  "work  most  satisfac-  . 
torily.  Name  your  pay.”' 

“I  thought  you  were  to  do  that,”  replied  Old  King 
Brady. 

“I  prefer  that  you  should.” 

“Very  well.  Five  thousand  dollars.” 

The  captain  promptly  handed  over  the  money,  and  with¬ 
out  a  word. 

The  Bradys  left  the  prince  at  the  Grand  Central  depot, 
where  he  informed  them  that  he  was  going  to  take  the  first 
train  for  Chicago. 

He  did  so,  and  Wall  Street  was  up  in  the  air  over  his 
flight. 

Dr.  O’Dell  jumped  in  with  legal  papers  and  claimed 
everything  left  behind,  and  got  it,  too.  „ 

The  Bradys  did  not  bother  the  man.  Indeed,  they  never 
saw  him  again. 

Captain  Sims  called  on  them  a  few  days  afterward,  and 
told  them  how  they  got  off  the  mud  flats,  and  of  the  job  * 
he  had  in  freeing  the  doctor’s  hands. 

He  also  mentioned  that  he  had  received  a  thousand  dollar 
draft  from  Captain  Oswald,  from  Chicago.  « 

A  month  later,  when  Harry  picked  up  the  morning  paper, 
he  heard  of  the  prince  again. 

In  a  low  sailors’  dive,  in  Drum  street,  San-  -bar¬ 

man  had  been  found  dead  in  bed,  strangled,  and  with  a 
cord  about  his  throat. 

Certain  papers  found  upon  his  person  proved  him  to  be 
Captain  Fitzmaurice  Oswald,  late  of  New  York. 

There  was  no  mention  of  any  gems. 

“And  there  you  are!”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady,  when 
he  read  the  notice.  That’s  Hindoo  work  for  you.  To  re¬ 
cover  those  gems  they  would  have  followed  that  man  to  the 
end  of  the  earth.” 

Wall  Street  now  settled  down  to  its  usual  level  after  the  ’ 
collapse  and  flight  of  its  latest  “prince.” 

In  less  than  a  week  the  bulls  and  the  bears  forgot  all 
about  “The  Bradys  and  the  Man  With  the  Barrel."  1 

THE  END.  j 

Read  “THE  BRADYS  AND  ‘BEDROCK  BILL';  OR. 
THE  ‘DE ADMEN'  FROM  DEADWOOD,"  which  will  be 
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art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  fcfcc 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

.No.  18.  IIOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.— One  of  tkfi 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  war!*! 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male 
fefiiale.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  this 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 

BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS. — Handsomely  illustrated  *,M( 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  of  (the; 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS.  POULTRY.  PIGEONS  AN© 
RABBITS.*—  A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  iMufip 
trated.  Bv  Ira  Drofrnw. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Including  bins' 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  bird# 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  Harringtosp 
Keene. 

No.  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.—^ 
valuable  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mounting 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— Giving  com¬ 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keepiuf 
taming,  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets;  also  giving  fuT 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty-eigib } 
illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  kind 
published. 

^  MISCELLANEOUS 

No.  SI  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  and  » 
stfrwctive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemistry;  also 
periments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry,  and  di¬ 
rections  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires,  and  gas  balloons.  TWifi 
book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY.* — A  complete  hand-book  fol 
making  all  kinds  of  candv,  iee-er«ara,  syrups,  essences,  etc.,  etc. 

No.  84.  IIOW  TO  BECOME  AN  AUTHOR.— Containing  full 
information  regarding  choice  of  subjects,  the  use  of  words  and 
manner  of  preparing  and  submitting  manuscript.  Also  containing 
valuable  information  as  to  (lie  neatness,  legibility  and 'genera  I  com¬ 
position  of  manuscript,  essential  to  a  successful  author.  By  I’rinet 
Hilarid. 

No.  38.  IIOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN  DOCTOR.— -A  *rm 
derful  book,  containing  useful  and  practical  information  Ira 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  mremon  t» 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general 
plaints. 

No.  55.  TIOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS,— 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  58.  IIOW  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE. — By  Old  King 
the  world-known  detective.  In  whica  e.c  lays  down  aome  valuator 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventmyffT 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

No.  60.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER.— Contra 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  to  * 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  and  ota*. 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  De  W 
Ahnev. 

No.  62.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT  MILITARY 
CADET. — Containing  full  explanations  how  to  gain  admittanon 
!  course  of  Study,  Examinations,  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  IW 
Guird,  Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a  boy  should 
V  to  be  a  Cadet.  Compiled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  autW, 
How  to  Become  a  Naval  Cadet.” 

No.  63.  IIOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL  CADET. — Complete  *«» 
stftctions  of  how  to  gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  N&fjfci 
Academy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruction,  descriptor 
of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  tai, 
should  know  to  become  an  officer  in  the  United  States  Navy.  Ora# 
piled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author  of  “How  to  B*C0Wt«  ht. 
West  Point  Military  Cadet.” 
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The  Bradys  and  the  Texas  Rangers  ;  or,  Rounding  up  the  Green 
Goods  Fakirs. 

The  Bradys  and  “Simple  Sue”  ;  or,  The  Keno  Queen  of  Sawdust 
City.  v 

The  Bradys  and  the  Wall  Street  Wizard  ;  or,  the  Cash  That  Did 
Not  Come. 

The  Bradys  and  Cigarette  Charlie ;  or,  the  Smoothest  Crook  in 
the  World. 

The  Bradys  at  Bandit  Gulch  ;  or,  From  Wall  Street  to  the  Far 
West. 

The  Bradys  in  the  Foot-Hills  ;  or,  The  Blue  Band  of  Hard  Luck 
Gulch. 

The  Bradys  and  Brady  the  Banker ;  or,  The  Secret  of  the  Old 
Santa  Fe  Trail. 

The  Bradys'  Graveyard  Clue;  or,  Dealings  With  Doctor  Death. 

The  Bradys  and  “Lonely  Luke”  ;  or,  The  Hard  Gang  of  Hard¬ 
scrabble. 

The  Bradys  and  Tombstone  Tom  ;  or,  A  Hurry  Call  from  Arizona. 

The  Bradys’  Backwoods  Trail ;  or,  Landing  the  Log  Rollers 
Gang. 

The  Bradys  and  “Joe  Jinger”  ;  or.  The  Clew  in  the  Convict  Camp. 

The  Bradys  at  Madman’s  Roost ;  or,  A  Clew  from  the  Golden 
Gate. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Border  Band  ;  or,  Six  Weeks’  Work  Along 
the  Line. 

The  Bradys  in  Sample  City  ;  or,  The  Gang  of  the  Silver  Seven. 

The  Bradys’  Mott  Street  Mystery ;  or,  The  Case  of  Mrs.  Ching 
Chow. 

The  Bradys’  Black  Butte  Raid  ;  or.  Trailing  the  Idaho  “Terror.’’ 

The  Bradys  and  Jockey  Joe;  or,  Crooked  Work  at  the  Racetrack. 

The  Bradys  at  Kicking  Horse  Canyon  ;  or,  Working  for  the  Can¬ 
adian  Pacific. 

The  Bradys  and  “Black  Jack"  ;  or.  Tracking  the  Negro  Crooks. 

The  Bradys’  Wild  West  Clew  ;  or,  Knocking  About  Nevada. 

The  Bradys’  Dash  to  Deadwood ;  or,  A  Mystery  of  the  Black 
Hills. 

The  Bradys  and  “Humpy  Hank”  ;  or,  The  Silver  Gang  of  Shasta. 

The  Bradys  and  Dr.  Dockery  ;  or,  The  Secret  Band  of  Seven. 

The  Bradys’  Western  Raid  ;  or,  Trailing  A  “Bad"  Man  to  Texas. 

The  Bradys  at  Fort  Yuma ;  or,  The  Mix-up  with  the  “King  of 
Mexico." 

The  Bradys  and  the  Bond  King ;  or,  Working  on  a  Wall  Street 
Case. 

The  Bradys  and  Fakir  Fred ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  County 
Fair. 

The  Bradys’  California  Call ;  or,  Hot  Work  in  Hangtowu. 

The  Bradys’  Million  Dollar  Camp;  or,  Rough  Times  in  Rattle¬ 
snake  Canyon. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Black  Hounds ;  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Midas 
Mine.  •>, 

The  Bradys  Up  Bad  River  ;  or,  After  the  Worst  Man  of  All. 

The  Bradys  and  “Uncle  Hiram”;  or,  Hot  Work  with  a  Hayseed 
Crook. 

The  Bradys  and  Kid  King ;  or.  Tracking  the  Arizona  Terror. 

The  Bradys’  Chicago  Clew ;  or,  Exposing  the  Board  of  Trade 
Crooks  ^ 

The  Bradys  and  Silver  King ;  or.  After  the  Man  of  Mystery 

The  Bradys’  Hard  Struggle ;  or,  The  Search  for  the  Missing 
Fingers. 

The  Bradys  in  Sunflower  City :  or.  After  “Bad"  Man  Brown. 

The  Bradys  and  "Wild  Bill"  :  or.  The  Sharp  Gang  of  Sundown. 

The  Bradys  in  the  Saddle;  or.  Chasing  “Broncho  Bill." 

The  Bradys  and  the  Mock  Millionaire  :  or.  The  Trail  which  Led 
to  Tuxedo. 

The  Bradys’  Wall  Street  Trail  :  or.  The  Matter  of  X-i'-Z. 
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The  Bradys  and  the  Bandits'  Gold ;  or.  Secret  Work  in  t&« 

Southwest. 

The  Bradys  and  Captain  Thunderbolt;  or,  Daring  Work  in  Death 
Valley. 

The  Bradys’  Trip  to  Chinatown  ;  or,  Trailing  an  Opium  Fiend. 

The  Bradys  and  Diamond  Dan ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  John 
Street  Jewels.  \ 

The  Bradys  on  Badman's  Island  ;  or.  Trapping  the  Texas  "Ter¬ 
ror.” 

The  Bradys  and  the  Hop  Hitters ;  or.  Among  the  Opium  Fiends 
of  TFrisco.  < 

The  Bradys  and  “Boston  Ben”  ;  or.  Tracking  a  Trickster  to 
Tennessee. 

The  Bradys’  Latest  “Bad"  Man;  or,  The  Case  of  Idaho  Ike. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Wall  Street  “Wonder”  ;  or.  The  Keen  Detec¬ 
tives’  Quick  Case. 

The  Bradys’  Call  to  Kansas  ;  or.  The  Matter  of  Marshal  Mundy. 

The  Bradys  and  Old  Bill  Battle  ;  or.  After  the  Colorado  Coiners. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Man  from  Wall  Street ;  or,  The  Strange  Dis¬ 
appearance  of  Captain  Carew. 

The  Bradys  and  Big  Bart  Brown  ;  or,  Trapping  the  “Terror"  of 
Toddleton. 

The  Bradys  and  the  ’Frisco  Fakirs ;  or.  The  Boy  Who  was  Lost  ir 
Chinatown. 

The  Bradys  and  “Klondike  Kate”  ;  or,  The  Hurry  Call  from 
Dawson. 

The  Bradys  and  “Pullman  Pete"  ;  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Chleag  > 
Special. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Wall  Street  Prince  ,  or,  The  Bey  Who  Broke 
tti0  Brokers 

The  Bradys  and  the  “Belle  of  Bolton”  ;  or,  The  Search  for  the 
Lost  ’Frisco  Liner. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Bingo  Boys  ;  or,  The  Trail  that  Led  to  Hang 
town. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Broker’s  Club;  or,  Solving  a  Wall  Street  Mys¬ 
tery. 

The  Bradys  and  “Bad  Buzzard"  ;  or,  The  Fight  for  the  Five  Fork«^ 
Mine.  . 

The  Bradys  and  the  Chinese  Prince;  or.  The  Latest  Mott  Street 
Mystery. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Man  From  Tombstone  :  or,  After  the  “King 
of  Arizona." 

The  Bradys  and  Hop  Toy  ;  or,  Working  for  the  Mayor  of  China¬ 
town. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Copper  King;  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Mon 
tague  Mine.  •' 

The  Bradys  and  “Bullion  Bill”  ;  or.  The  Mystery  of  Mill  No.  13. 

The  Bradys  in  Joliet  ;  or,  The  Strange  Case  of  Jeweler  James. 

The  Bradys  and  “Roaring  Rube"  ;  or.  Rounding  up  the  "Terror” 
of  Ten  Mile  Creek. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Boss  of  Broad  Street:  or.  The  Case  of  th> 
“King  of  the  Curb.” 

The  Bradys  Desert  Trail ;  or.  Lost  on  the  D^adman's  Run. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Opium  Syndicate;  or.  After  the  “Marquis”  of  Mot 

Street, 

The  Bradys  and  “General  Jinks”;  or.  After  the  Card  Crooks  of  the 
“Katy  Flyer.  . 

The  Bradys  and  the  Man  with  the  “Barrel”;  or.  Working^ —  e  Pi' 
of  Wall  Street. 

The  Bradys  and  “Bedrock  Bill”;  or.  The  “Deadnien”  from  Deadwood. 
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